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PREFACE 

? EDITION. 



The fallowing were tlie circumstancos under which 
" The World bepoke the Flood " was conceived, 
executed, and at length published. 

The delay of Mr. Bowjer's magnificent work, in 
passing through the press, whereby the poem of 
" The West Indies " was to he brought out, with 
eveiy advantage of external dignity and iUustration, 
preventing the author from again appearing before 
the public as a poet, so early as he had intended, he 
naturally became somewhat impatient, having, in the 
interval, composed many minor pieces, which he had 
reason to believe might be favorably received by 
those who had not ceased to call for successive edi- 
tions of "The "Wandeker OF SvriTZEBLAND,"and 
its accomi animents tl ough the three yesu^ of its 
doubtful ex stence an 1 foredoomed extinction, by 
the Edinh rgh Kev ewers, had already expired. 

While ] e t of t theme for a leading essay 
tie sudden lecoUection of the following passage in 
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the eleventh book of Pabadise Lost, referring to the 
translation of Enoch, at once determiaed his choice. 
Afier briefly alluding to the building of the first 
cities, the origin of war, battles, sieges, devastations, 
the prowess and aehievements of the earliest heroes, 

" Giants of mighty bone luid bold emprise," 
the vision, opened info futurity by Michael the 
Archangel to fallen Adam, is described as preseat- 

" ItJ other part the aceplmd heralds cull 
To council, in the oity-gotea ; — aiioii, 
Gray-headad man and giave, with warriors inix'd, 
Assemble, and harangnea are heard ; but soon 
In faetions opposition; till at last 
Of middle age one rising, einiaeat 
In wise deport, apake much of right and wrong, 
Of jtistice, of religion, truth, and peace, 
And judgment from above. Him old and young 
Exploded, and had Beizad with violent hfuids, 
Hod not a cloud descending snatch'd him thence, 
Unaeen amid the throng \ so violence 
Proceeded, and oppreaaion, and aword-law, 
Througii all the plain, and refuge none was found." 

In the course of a few months, the plan, thus sud- 
denly conceived, was diligently elaborated, and the 
whole comprised in the space of four cantos. The 
copy was then despatched to the author's late friend, 
Daniel Parken, Esq. of Lincoln's Inn, who had 
just been called to the bar, and in whose fine taste 
and sound judgment he had good reason to repose 
the highest confidence. Anticipating no serious 
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PBEPACE TO THE PRESENT EDITION. 

Idiideraiic*, this gentlemea was requested, after 
perusal, to deliyer the Poem to Messrs. Longman 
and Co. for immediate publication, with such other 
compositions as should be forwarded in due time. 
Accordingly Mr. Parken read aiid approved of the 
performance so much aa to think it worlh mending, 
and capable of being greatly mended, because the 
Author had not done justice either to himself or to 
his theme in so contracted a compass. Wherefore, 
with a courage and candor, not often hazarded by 
one friend towards anolJier, in an affair of peculiar 
delicacy, where the most jealous of personal feelings 
must of necessity be wounded, how tenderly soever 
the sensitive operation may be performed, — he ad- 
dressed a brief but earnest letter to his coiTespond- 
ent, imploiing permission to detain the manuscript a 
few days longer, before he consigned it to the book- 
sellers for the press, till the Author himself had 
given further consideration to the subject, with a 
view of bringing out its latent capabilities more ef- 
fectually than had been attempted in the draft, or 
rather in the sketch which had been sent to him. 

This was toucliing the apple of a Poet's eye, while 
in the act of self-complacently gazing on his new- 
bom offipring, before the fondness of paternal aifec- 
tion had detected a fault or a failing about it. The 
pain inflicted was excruciating for a few houis, and 
arose, not more from mortified vanity than from 
the disappointment of " hope deferred " (which had 
preyiously "made the heart sick") by this nuex- 
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6 THE WORLD BEFORE THE FLOOD. 

pected frustration of a cherished purpose to appear 
a second time before the public, at the very moment 
when, instead of being fulfilled, " the desire," which 
" when it cometh is a tree of life," was thus cut down 
to the gi-ound, and the root alone spared to shoot up 
and grow under long and laborious culture into " a 
plant of renown." 

But Mr. Parken having shown him so heroic a 
proof of disinterested kindness — after a due strug- 
gle with himself during an afternoon's ramble in the 
fields and woods adjacent — the Author determined 
not to be outdone by his adviser in magnanimity, 
but to give him in return a corresponding token of 
genuine friendship, by unreservedly bowing to lua 
judgment, and adopting his counseh 

Having once surrendered the point of hasty pub- 
lication, he further resolved, as the manuscript was 
in London, to submit it to the examination of four 
other authorities in the small range of his literary 
acquiuntance. By each of these, after indulgent 
perusal, it was returned with notes and comments 
freely and ingenuously expressed, but of course not 
altogether accordant. Suf&cient commendation, how- 
ever, was bestowed by all on the performance at 
large, and sufttcient diversity of opinion manifested 
on a multitude of passages (the praises and the 
strictures reciprocally qualifying each other), to con- 
vince himself, at least, that, with all deference to 
them, the author was as competent a judge of his 
own performance as any of his courteous critics ; 
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TBEFACE TO THE TRESENT EDITION. 7 

much as lie was benefited by tlieir respective liints 
for the improvement of the text of his poem, aa it 
then stood, though none had suggested either in- 
cident or alteration in the plot for its better develop- 
ment. 

Meanwhile, " The West Indies " came out in all 
the glory of typography and pictorial embellishment, 
and was well received by the public. After an in- 
terval of six months, according to contract with. Mr. 
Eowyer, that poem being republished with such 
miscellaneous pieces as had accumulated upon his 
bauds since the appearance of his former volume, 
the Author set himself i-esolutely to the task of re- 
modelling "The "World befoee the Flood;" 
and, in the course of doing so, every day he felt him- 
self more and more indebted to the faithful advice of 
th^ friend, who had rescued it fem premature pub- 
lication, when in all probability an untimely birth 
would have been to it the premonition of untimely 
death. To him, iberefore, portions of the new poem 
were transmitted in its progi-ess ; and these were so 
generously appreciated, that each in its turn was 
welcomed as a pledge of better things to follow to 
the end. But in the month of July, 1812, when the 
work was about midway accomplished, " the days of 
his (friend's) youth were shortened," and he lived no 
longer on earth, except in the atfections of his kin- 
dred, and the memory of his associates — in these he 
cannot die while either of them survive. 
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8 T!IE WORLD BEFOKE THE FLOOD- 

This brief statement will rencler moi'e intelligible 
than they have hitherto been cerfain allusions in the 
introductory stanzas, addressed " To the Spirit of a 
departed Friend." 
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THE ORIGINAL PREFACE. 



There in no authentic history of the world from 
the Ci'eation to the Deluge, besides that wliicii is 
found in the first chapters of Genesis. He, there- 
fore, who Axes the dale of a flctilious narrative with- 
in that period, is under obUgatioQ to no other author- 
ity whatever for conformity of manners, events, or 
even localilies : he has full power to accommodate 
these to liia peculiar purposes, observing only such 
analogy as shaU consist with the brief infoi-mation, 
contained in the sacred records, concerning manldnd 
in the earliest ages. The present writer acknowl- 
edges, that he his exercised this undoubted right with 
great freedom. Success alone sanctions bold inno- 
vation ; if he has succeeded in what he has attempted, 
he will need no arguments to justify it ; if he has miscar- 
ried, none will avail him. Those who imagine that he 
has exhibited the antedUuvians as more skilful in ai-ta 
and arms tiian can be supposed, in tlieir stage of soci- 
ety, may Kodth^MHevent/i Book of Paradise Lost; 
— and those who think he has made the religion of 
the Patriarchs too evangelicjil, may read the Twelfth, 

With respect to the personages and incidents of 
his story, the Author having deliberately adopted 

m 



»i..,Goo^lf 



10 THE WOIiLD BEFOUE TIIE FLOOD. 

them, under the conviction, that in the characters of 
the one he was not stepping out of human natui*, and 
in the conatruction of the other not exceeding the 
limits of poelical probability, — he asks no favor, he 
deprecates no censure, on behalf of either ; nor shall 
the feeility with which " much malice and a little wit " 
might turn into ridicule every line that he has writ- 
ten, deter him from leavmg the whole to the meicy 
of general Eeatlera. 

But, — here is a lai^p web of fiLtion mvolving a 
small feet of Scripture ' Nothing could justify a 
work of this kind, if it weie in any waj, cilmlated 
to impose on the ci-edulity, pervert the prmciples, or 
corrupt the affections of its appio%ei"a Here, then, 
the appeal lies to conscience rither than to ta te, 
and the decision on this point is of infiniteJj moie 
importance to the Poet than hie name among men, 
or his interests on earth It w as his design, in this 
composition, 1o present a simihtude ot events, tliat 
might be imagined to have happened in the Arst age 
of the world, in which such Scripture-characters as 
are introduced would probably have acted and spoken 
as they are here made to act and speak. The story 
is told as a parable only ; and its value, in this view, 
must be determined by its moiul, or rathei" by its re- 
ligious, influence on the mind and on the heart. Fic- 
tion though it be, it is the fiction that represents Trath ; 
and that is Truth, — Truth in the essence, though 
not in the name; Truth in the spirit, though not in the 
letter. 

Fe&raars 6, 1813. 
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TO THE SPIRIT 01? A DEPAETBD FRIEND. 

Many, my friend, have moum'd for Thee, 

And yet shall many mourn, 

Long as thy name on earth sliall bo 

In sweet remembrance borne. 

By those who loved Thee here, and love 

Thy spirit still in realms above. 

For while thine absence they deplore, 

'Tis for themselves they weep : 

Though they behold thy face no more, 

In peace thine ashes sleep, 

And o'er the tomb Ihey lift fbeir eye, 

— Thou art not dead. Thou could'st not die. 

In silent anguish, my friend ! 
"When I recall thy worth, 
Thy lovely life, thine early end, 
I feel estranged from earth ; 
My soul with thine desires to rest, 
Supremely and for ever blest. 

In loftier mood I fain would raise 
With my victorious breath 
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THE WORLD BEFOEE THK FLOOD. 

Some fair memorial of thy praise, 
Beyond tlie reach of Death ; 
Proud wish, and vain ! — 1 cannot give 
The word, that mokes the dead to Uve. 

. Thou art not dead. Thou could'st aot die ; 

To nobler life new-born, 

Tliou look'st in pity from the sky 

Upon a world forlorn, 

"Where glory is but dying flame. 

And immorfality a name. 

Yet didst Thou prize the Poet's art ; 

And when to Thee I sung, 

How pure, how fervent fi-om the heart, 

The language of thy tongue I 

In praise or blame alike sincere, 

But eljll most kind when most severe. 

When first this dream of ancient times 

"Warm on my fancy glow'd. 

And fbrtli in rude spontaneous rhymes 

The Song of Wonder flow'd ; 

Pleased but alanu'd, I saw Thee stand. 

And cheek'd the fury of my hand. 

That liand with awe resumed the lyre, 
I trembled, doubled, fear'd. 
Then did thy voice my hope mspire. 
My soul thy presence cheer'd ; 
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TO THE SPIKIT OF A 

But suddenly the light was flown, 
I look'd, and found myself alone. 

Alone, in sickness, care, and woe, 

Since that bereaving day, 

"With heardess patience, faint and low, 

I trJE'd the secret lay, 

Afhnd to Ijnjst tlie hold design 

To less indulgent ears than thine. 

Tis done ; — nor would I dread to meet 

The world's repulsive brow, 

Had I presented at tliy feet 

The Muse's trophy now, 

And gaiu'd the smile I Jong'd lo gain, 

The pledge of labor not in vain. 

Full well I Imow, if Thou wert here, 

A pilgrim still with me, — 

Dear as my theme was once, and dear 

As I was once to Thee,— 

Too mean to yield Tliee pure delight, 

The strains that now the world invite. 

Yet could they reach Thee where thou art. 

And sounds might Spirits move. 

Their better, their diviner part. 

Thou surely would'st approve ; 

Though heavenly thoughts are all thy joy, 

And Angel-Songs thy tongue employ. 
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i: THE WORLD BEFORE THE FLOOD. 

My task is o'er ; and I have wrought 
With self-rewarding toil, 
To r^se the scatter*!! seed of thonglit 
Upon a desert soil : 

for soft winds and dement showers ! 

1 seek not fruit, I planted flowers. 

Those flowers I train'd, of many a hue. 

Along thy path to bloom, 

And little thought, that I must strew 

Their leaves upon thy tomb : 

— Beyond that fomb I lift mine eye. 

Thou art not dead, Thou could'st not die. 

Farewell, but not a long farewell ; 

In heaven may I appear, 

The trials of my foith to tell 

In thy transported ear. 

And sing with Thee the eternal strain, 

" Worthy the Lamb that once was slain." 

Sheffield, January 23, 1S13. 
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INTIIODUCTOET NOTE. 



No place having been found, in Asia, to correspond 
exa«l]y with the Mosaic description of the site of 
Paradise, the Author of the following Poem has 
disregarded both the learned and the absurd hy- 
potheses on the subject ; and at once imagining an 
inaccessible tract of land, at the confluence of four 
rivers, which after tlieir junction take the name of 
the lai^esf, £ind become the Euphrates of the ancient 
world, he has placed " the happy garden " there. 
Milton's noble fiction of the Mount of Paradise be- 
ing removed by the Beluge, and push'd 

" Down the great river to the opaning gulf," 

and there converted into a barren isle, implies such 
a change in the water-«ourses as will, poetically at 
least, account for the difference between the scene 
of this story and the present face of the country at 
the point where the Tigris and Euplirates meet. 
On the eastern side of these waters, tiie Author sup- 
poses the descendants of the younger childi-en of 
Adam to dwell, possessing the land of Eden: the 

(15) 
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16 TUE WOra.D llEFOEE THE FLOOD, 

rest of the world having gradually been colonized by 
emigi-anfs from ftese, or peopled by the posterity of 
Cain. Ift pi-ocess of time, after the Soas of God 
had formed connectioas with the dauglitere of men, 
and there were Giants in the earth, tlie latter asflmn- 
ed to be Lords and Rulers over mankind, till among 
themselves arose One, excelling all his brethren in 
knowledge and power, who became their King, and 
ty their aid, in the course of a long life, subdued 
all the inhabited earth, except the land of Eden. 
This land, at the head of a mighty army, principally 
composed of the descendants of Cain, he has invaded 
and conquered, even to the banks of Euphi-ates, at 
the opening of tlie action of the Poem. It is only 
necessary to add, tliaf, for the sake of distinction, the 
invaders are frequently deoominated fi-ora Cain, aa 
" the host of Cmu," — " the force of Cain," — " tlie 
camp of Cain ; " — and the remnant of the defend- 
ers of Eden are, in like manner, denominated from 
Eden. — The Jews have an ancient tradition, that 
some of the Giants, at the Deluge, fled to the top 
of a liigh mounfain, and escaped tlie ruin that in- 
volved the rest of tlieir Idndred. In the tentli Canto 
of the foUowing Poem, a hint is boiTowed from this 
tradition, but it is made to yield to the superior au- 
thority of Scripture testimony. 
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THE WOULD BEFORE THE FLOOD. 



CANTO FIRST, 

The JnHojHBi 0/ Sden Ig the Descmdaats of Giia. The Plighl 
of JoMM frma the Camp of the Itwuleri to &e Valley where &e 
Fahiarclti dweU. The Btorg qf Janaii'i former Life. 

Eastward of Eden's early peopled plain, 
When Abel perish'd by the hand of C^n, 
The murderer from his Judge's presence fled ; 
Thenee to the rising sun his offepriag spread ; 
But he, the fugitipe of cave and guilt, 
Forsook the haunts he chose, the homes he built ; 
While filial nations hail'd him Sire and Chief, 
Empire nor honor brought his soul relief; 
He found, where'er he roamed, uncbeer'd, unblest. 
No pause from suffering, and from toil no rest. 

Ages, meanwhile, as ages now are told, 
Cer the young world in long succession roll'd ; 
For such the vigor of primeval man, 
Through number'd centuries his period ran, 

VOL. 11. 2 (IT) 
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18 THE WOELD BUFOKE THE FLOOD. CANTO I. 

And the fli'st Parents saw tlieir hardy race, 
O'er the green wilds of habitable space. 
By tribes and kindred, scatter'd wide and fiir, 
Beneath the track of eveiy varying star. 
But as they multiplied from clime to clime, 
Embolden'd by their elder brother's crime, 
They apurn'd obedience to the Patriai'chs' yoke, 
The bonds of Nature's fellowship they broke ; 
The weak became the victims of the strong, 
And Eartb was flll'd with violence and wrong. 

Tet long on Eden's fair and fertile plain, 
A righteons nation dwell, that knew not Cain ; 
There fruits and flowers, in genial light and dew, 
Luxuriant vines, and golden harvests grew; 
By freshening waters flocks and cattle stray'd, 
"While Youth and Childhood watch'd them from the 

sliade; 
Age, at his fig-tree, rested from his toil, 
And manly Tigor tjll'd the unfailing soil; 
Green sprang the turfj by holy footsteps trod, 
Round tlie pure altars of the living God; 
Till foul Idolatry those altara stain'd, 
And lust and revelry through Eden reign'd. 
Then fled the people's glory and defence, 
The joys of home, the peace of innocence; 
Sin brougbt forth soiTows in perpetual birth, 
And the last light from heaven forsook the earth, 
Save in one forest-glen, remote and wild. 
Where yet a ray of lingering mercy smiled. 
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CAXTO I. THE WOULD BEFORE THE TLOOD. IS) 

Tiieir quiet course where Seth and Enoch ran, 
And God and Angels deign'd fo walk with man. 

Now from the east, supreme in arts aod arms, 
The tribes of Cain, awakening war-alarms, 
Full in the spirit of tJieir fatlier, came 
To waste theu" brethren's laads with sword and 

flame. 
In vain the younger race of Adam rose, 
With force unequal, to repel their foes ; 
Their fields in blood, their homes in ruins lay, 
Their whole inheritance became a prey ; 
The stars, to whom aa Gods they r^sed their cry, 
Eoll'd, heedless of tlieir offerings, through the sky ; 
Till, urged on Eden's utmost boiinds at lengfi. 
In fierce desp^r, they rallied all their strength. 
They fought, but they were vaaquish'd in the flght. 
Captured, or slain, or scatter'd in the flight : 
The morning battle-scene at eve was spread 
"Wilii ghastly heaps, the dying and the dead ; 
The dead unmouni'd, unburied left to lie. 
By friends and foes, the dying left to die. 
The victim, while he groan'd his soul away, 
Heard the gaunt vulture hurrying to his prey. 
Then strengthless felt the ravening beak, that fore 
His widen'd wounds, and drant the living gore. 

One sole surviving remnant, Toid of fear. 
Woods in their front, Euphi-ates in their rear, 
Were sworn to perish at a glorious cosf^ 
For all they once had known, and loved, and lost ; 
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A small, a brave, a melancholy Lawd, 

The orphans, and the childless of the land. 

The hordes of Cain, by giant-chieftains led, 

Wide o'er the north their vast encampment spread : 

A bi-oad and sunny champaign stretch'd between ; 

Westward a maze of waters girt the scene ; 

There on Euphrates, in its ancient conrse. 

Three beauteous rivers roll'd their confluent foi'ce. 

Whose streams, while maa the bliasfiil garden fj'od, 

Adorn'd the earthly paradise of God ; 

But since he fell, within their triple bound, 

Fenced a long region of forbidden ground ; 

Meeting at once, where high athwart their bed 

Eepulsive rocks a curving barrier spread, 

The embattled floods, by mutual whirlpools crost^ 

In hoary foam and surging mist were lost ; 

Thence, like an Alpine cataract of snow. 

White down the precipice they dash'd below j 

There, in tumultuous billows broken wide. 

They spent their rage, and yoked their fourfold tide , 

Throngh one m^'estic channel, calm and free. 

The sister-rivers sought the parent-sea. 

The midnight watch was ended ; — down the west 
The glowing moon declined towards her rest ; 
Through either host the voice of war was dumb ; 
In dreams the hero won the flght to come ; 
No sound was stirring, save the breeze that bore 
The distant cataract's everlasting roar, 
When, from the tents of Cain, a Youth withdrew ; 
Secret and swifl, fi'om post to post he flew, 
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And pasa'd the camp of Eden, while the dawn 
Gleam'd faintly o'er the interjac«iit lawn ; 
Skirting the forest, cautiously and slow, 
He fear'd at every step to start a foe ; 
Oft leap'd the hare across his pafh, up sprung 
. The lark heneath his feet, and soaring sung ; 
What tinie, o'er easfem mountains seen afar, 
With golden splendor rose the morning-star, 
As if an Angel-sentinel of night, 
From earth to heaven had wing'd his homeward flight. 
Glorious' at flraf, but lessening by the way. 
And lost insensibly in higher day. 

From track of man and herd his path he chose, 
Where high the grass, and thick the eopsewood rose ; 
Then by Euphrates' banks his course inclined. 
Where the gray willows trembled to the wind ; 
With toil and pain their humid shade he clear'd 
When at the porch of heaven the sun appeayd, 
Through gorgeous clouds thiU. streak'd the orient sky. 
And kindled into glory at his eye ; 
While dark amidst the dews tiiat glitter'd round, 
From rock and tree, long shadows traced the ground. 
Then climb'd the fugitive an iury height, 
And resting, back o'er Eden cast hia sight. 

Far on the left, to man forever closed, 
The Mount of Paradise in clouds reposed : 
The gradual Iwidscape open'd to his view ; 
From Nature's face the veil of mist withdrew, 
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And left, in dear and pui-ple light reveal'd, 

The radiant river, and the tented field ; 

The black pine-foreat, in whose girdle lay 

The patriot phalanx, hemm'd in close aiTay ; 

The verdant champaign narrowing to the north, 

Whence from their dusky quarters saUied foi-th 

The proud Invaders, early roused to fight, 

Tiibe after tribe emerging into light ; 

"Whose shields and lances, in the golden beams 

Flasb'd o'er the restless scene their flickering gleamts, 

As when the breakers catch the morning glow. 

And ocean roUs in living fire below ; 

So, round the unbroken border of the wood, 

The Giants pour'd their anny hke a flood, 

E^er to force the covert of their foe, 

And lay the last defence of Eden low. 

From that safe eminence, absorb'd in thought, 
Even tin the wind the shout of legions bi-ouglit, 
He gazed, — his heart recoil'd, — he fum'd his head, 
And o'er the southern hills his journey sped. 

Who was the fugitive? — In infancy 
A youthful Mother's only hope was he, 
Whose spouse and kindred, on a feslal day, 
Precipitate destruction swept away ; 
Earth trembled, open'd, and entomb'd them all ; 
She saw them sinking, heard their voices call 
Beneath the gulf, — and agonized, aghast, 
On the wild verge of eddying ruin cast, 
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Felt in ooe pang, at tliat convulsive close, 
A Widow's anguish, and a Mother's throes: 
A Babe sprang forth, an inauspicious birth, 
"Where all had perish'd tliat she loved on earth, 
Forlorn and helpless, on the upriven ground, 
The parent, with her offepring, Enoch found ; 
And thence with tender care and timely aid. 
Home to the Patriaixihs' glen his charge convey'd. 

Restored to life, one pledge of former joy, 
Oue source of bliss tx> come, remain'd, - — her boy I 
Sweet in her eye the cherish'd infant rose, 
At once the seal and solace of her woes ; 
When the pale widow clasp'd him to her breast. 
Warm gusli'd the tears, and would not be repreat ; 
In lonely anguish, when the truant child 
Leap'd o'er the threshold, all the mother smiled. 
In him, while fond imagination view'd 
Husband and parents, brethren, friends renew'd, 
Each yanjsh'd look, each well-remember'd grace, 
That pleased in them, she sought in Javan's face ; 
For quick his eye and changeable its ray. 
As the sun glancing through a vernal day ; 
And like the lake, by storm or moonlight seen. 
With darkening furrows o'er cerulean mieu, 
His countenance^ the mirror of iiis breast, 
The calm or trouble of his soul express'd. 

As years enlarged his form, in moody hours 
His mind betray'd its weakness wifh its powers j 
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Alike his fairest hopes and strangest fears 

Were nursed in silence, or divulged with tears ; 

The fulness of his heart repress'd his tongue. 

Though none might rival Javaa when he sung. 

He loved, in lonely indolence reclined, 

To watch the clouds, and listen to the wind, 

But from the norfh when snow and tempest came, 

His nobler spirit mounted into flame ; 

With stem delight he roam'd the howling woods. 

Or hung in ecstasy o'er headlong floods. 

Meanwhile excursive fency long'd to view 

The world, which yet hy fame alone he knew ; 

The joys of freedom were his daily theme. 

Glory the secret of his midnight dream ; 

That dream he told not ; though his heart would ache, 

Hia home was precious for his mother's sake. ' 

With her the lowly paths of peace he ran. 

His guardian aagcl, til! he verged to man ; 

But when her weary eye could watch no more. 

When to the grave her timeless corse he bore, 

Not Enoch's counsels could his steps restrain ; 

He fled, and sojourn'd in the land of Cain. 

There, when he heard the voice of Jubal's lyre, 

Instinctive genius caught the ethereal Are ; 

And soon, with sweetly-modulating skill, 

He leam'd to wind the passions at his will, 

To rule the chords with such mysterious art, 

They seem'd the life-strings of the hearer's heart. 

Then Glory's opening field he proudly trod, 

Forsook the worship and the ways of Glod, 
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Bound the \wa world puraued the phantom Fame, 
And cast away his birthright for a name. 

Yet no dehgtt the Minstrel's bosom knew, 
None save the tones that from hia heart he drew, 
And the warm visions of a>wayward mind, 
Whose transient splendor left a gloom behind. 
Frail as the clouds of sunset, and as fair, 
Pageants of hght resolving into air. 
The world, whose charms his young affections stole, 
He found too mean for an immortal soul ; 
"Wound with his life, through all his feelings wrought. 
Death and eternity possess'd his thought ; 
Eemorse irapell'd him, unremitting care 
Harass'd his path, and stung him to despair. 
Still was the secret of his griefs unknown. 
Amidst the universe he sigh'd alone ; 
The fame he follow'd and the fame he found, 
Heal'd not hia heart's immedicable wound ; 
Admired, applauded, erown'd where'er he roved. 
The Bard was homeless, friendless, unheioved. 
AH else that breath'd below the circling sky. 
Were link'd to earth by some endearing tie ; 
He only, like the ocean-weed uptom, 
And loose aloi:^ the world of waters borne. 
Was cast companionless, from wave to wave, 
On life's rough sea, — and there was none to save. 

The Giant King, who led the hosts of Cain, 
Delighted in the Minstrel and his vein ; 
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No hand, no voice, like Javan's could control, 
With soothing concords, his tempestuous soul, 
"With him the wandering Bard, who found no rest 
Through ten years' esile, sought hia Dative west j 
There fram the camp retiring, he pursued 
His journey to the Palriardia' soUtude. 
This son of peace no maitial armor wore, 
A scrip for food, a staff in hand he bore ; 
Flaien his robe ; and o'er Ms shoulder hung, 
Broad OS a warrior's shield, his harp unstrung, 
A shell of tortoise, exquisitely wrought 
"With hieroglyphics of embodied thought; 
Jubal himself enchased the polish'd frame ; 
And Javan won it in the strife for fame, 
Among the sons of Musiu, when their Sire 
To his victorious skill adjudged the lyre. 

'Twas noon, when Javan climb'd the bordering 
hill. 
By many an old remembrance hallow'd still, 
"Whence he beheld, by sloping woods inclosed. 
The hamlet where his Parent's dust reposed. 
His home of happiness in early years, 
And still the home of all his hopes and fears, 
"When from ambition struggling to break free. 
He mused on joys and sorrows yet to be. 
Awhile he stood, with rumination pale, 
Casting an eye of sadness o'er the vale. 
When, suddenly abrupt, spontaneous prayer 
Burst from his lips for One who sojourn'd there ; 
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For Oiie, whose cotti^e, far appearing, drew, 
Even from his Mother's grave, his transient view ; 
One, whose unconscions smiles were wont to dail: 
Ineffahle emotion through his heart ; 

Than friendship, solaced him when she was near, 
. And well he guess'd, while yet a timorous boy, 
That Ja van's artless songs wei-e ZUlah's joy. 
But when ambition, with a fiercer flame 
Than untold love, had flred his soul for fame, 
This infant passion, cherish'd yet represt. 
Lived in his pulse, but died within his breast ; 
For oft in distant lands, when hope beat high. 
Westward he turu'd Ms eager glistening eye, 
And gazed in spirit on her absent form, 
Fair as the moon emerging through the storm, 
Till sudden, strange, bewildering horrors cross'd 
His thought, — and every glimpse of joy was lost. 
Even then, when melancholy numb'd his bi-ain. 
And life itself stood still in every vein, 
"While his cold, quivering lips sent vows above, 
— Never to curse her with his bitter love ! 
His heart, espoused with hers, in secret sware 
To hold its truth unshaken by despair : 
The vows dispersed that from those lips were born< 
But never, never, was that heart forsworn ; 
Tliroughout the world, the charm of Zillah's name 
E«peird the touch of every meaner fiame. 
Jealous and watchful of tiie Sex's wUes, 
He trembled at the light of Woman's smiles ! 
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So turns die mai'iner's mistrasting eye 
From proud Orion bending through the sky, 
Beauteous and terrible, who shines afai', 
At once the brightest and most baneful star.* 

"Where Javan from that eastern hill survey'd 
The circling forest and ecobosom'd glade, 
Earth wore one aummer-robe of living green, 
In heaven's blue arch the sun alone was seen ; 
Creation slumber'd in the cloudless light, 
And noon was silent, as the depth of night. 
what a throng of rushing thoughts oppress'd, 
In that vast solitude, his anxious breast! 
— To wither in the blossom of renown, 
And unrecorded to the dust go down, 
Or for a name on earth, to quit the prize 
Of immortality beyond the skies, 
Perplex'd his wavering choice : — when Conscience 

fail'd, 
3jOve rose against the World, and Love prevail'd ; 
Passion, in aid of Virtue, conquer'd Pride, 
And Woman won the heart to Heaven denied. 

Spande Oribna, e i naviganti attrisla, 
Orion, oM tra gli astri in ciel risplende 
Vie pit d'ogui aitro, e pid d'ogni altro offende. 
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Jniitn, deicenS^ii/ Siroagh ike Forest, arncea at ttejAife wflere he 
liod formerly pairtedvAth Zillak, siheti he utWidreiB from, the Pa 
tnarcht' Glen. There he agaia disimera ker in, a Boioerform 
edoaSie Spot. Tlidr itrange w-iermeai, and airiipl Separation. 

Steep the descent, and wearisome the way ; 
The twisted boughs forbade the ligtkt of day ; 
No breath from heaven refresh'd the sidtry gloom, 
The arching forest seem'd one pillar'd tomb, 
"Upright and tall the trees of agM grow, 
"While all is loneliness and waste below ; 
There, as the massy foliage, far aloof 
Display'd a dark impenetrable roof, 
So, gnarl'd and ri^d, claspt and interwound, 
An uncouth maze of roots emboss'd the ground : 
Midway beneath, the sylvan wild assumed 
A milder aspect, shrnbs and flowerets bloom'd; 
Openings of sky, and little plots of green, 
And showers of sunbeams through the leaves were 



Awhile the traveller halted at the place, 
Where last he caught a glimpse of Zillah's face, 
One lovely eve, when in that calm retreat 
They met, as they were often wont to meet, 
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And parted, not aa thcj were wont to part, 
"With gay regi-et, but heaviness of heart ; 
Though Javan named for his return the night. 
When the new moon had roH'd to full-orb'd light. 
She stood, and gazed through tears, that forced 

their way, 
Oft as from steep to steep, with fond delay, 
Lessening at every view, he tum'd his head, 
Hail'd her with weaker voice, then forward sped. 
From that sad hour, she saw his face no more 
In Eden's woods, or on Euphrates' shore : 
Moons wax'd and waned ; to her no hope appesir'd, 
"Who much his death but more his falsehood feai'd. 

Not/', wliile he paused, the lapse of years forgot, 
Eemembrance eyed her lingering near the spot. 
. Onward he hasten'd ; all his bosom bum'd, 
As if tliat eve of parting were return'd : 
And she, with silent tenderness of woe. 
Clung to his heart, and would not let him go. 
Sweet was the scene ! apart the cedars stood, 
A sunny islet opeu'd in the wood ; 
With yemal tints the wild-briar thicket glows. 
For here the desert flourish'd as the rose ; 
From sapling trees, with lucid foliage crown'd, 
Gay lights and shadows twinkled on the ground ; 
Up the tail stems luxuriant creepeve run, 
To hang their silver blossoms in the sun ; 
Deep velvet verdure clad the turf beneath, 
Where trodden dowers their richest odors breathe : 
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O'er all the Bees, with murmuriog music, flew 
From bell to bell, to sip the treasured dew ; 
While insect myriads, in the solar gleams, 
Glanced to Mid fro, like intermingling beams ; 
So fresh, so pure, the woods, the sky, the dr, 
It seem'd a place where angels might repair, 
And tune their harps beneath those tranquil shades, 
To morning songs, or moonlight serenades. 

He paused again, with memory's dream entranced. 
Again his foot uneonseioualy advanced. 
For now the laurel-thicket caught his view, 
Where he and Zillah wept tlieir last adieu. 
Some curious hand, since that bereaving hour. 
Had twioed tlie copse into a covert bower, 
With many a light and fragrant shrub belween, 
■ Flowering aloft amidst perennial green. 
As Javan seareh'd this blossom-woven shade. 
He spied the semblance of » sleeping Maid : 
'T is she ; 't is Zillah, in her leafy shrine : 
O'erwafch'd in slumber by a power divine. 
In cool retirement fiwrn the heat of day. 
Alone, unfearing, on the moss she lay, 
Fmr as the rainbow shines thi-ough darkening 

showers, 
Pure as a wreath of snow on April flowers, 

youth ! in later times, whose gentle ear 
This tale of andeat constancy shall hear; 
If thou hast known tlie sweetness and the pain. 
To love with secret hope, yet love in vain : 
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If months aad years in pining silence worn, 

Till doubt and fear miglit be no longer borne, 

In evening shades thy faltering tongue confe'ss'd 

The last dear wisL that trembled in thy breast. 

While at each, pause the streamJet purl'd along, 

And rival woodlands echoed song for song ; 

Recall the Maiden's look ; — the eye, the cheek. 

The blush that spoke what language could not speak ; 

Recall her look, when at the altar's side 

She seal'd her promise, aiid became thy bride. 

Sucli were to Javan, Zillah'a form and face, 

The flower of meekness on a stem of grace ; 

0, she was all that Yoiitli of Beauty deems. 

All that to Love the loveliest object seems. 

Moments there are, that, in their sudden flight. 
Bring the slow mysteries of years to light ; 
Javan, in one transporting instant, knew. 
That all he wish'd, and all he fear'd, was true ; 
For while the harlot-world his sou! possess'd, 
Love seem'd a crime in his apostate breast ; 
How could he tempt her innocence to share 
His poor ambition, and hia fix'd despair ! 
But now the phantoms of a wandering brain, 
And wounded spirit, cross'd his thoughts in vaip : 
Past sins and follies, cares and woes forgot, 
Peace, virtue, Zillah, seem'd his present lot ; 
Where'er he look'd, around him or above, 
All was the pledge of Truth, the work of Love, 
At whose transforming hand, where last they stood, 
Had sprung that lone memorial in tlie wood. 
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Thus on the slumbering maid while Javan gazed, 
With quicker swell her hidden bosoiu raised 
The shadowy tresses, that profusely shed 
Their golden wreatlis from her reclining head ; 
A deeper crimson mantled o'er her cheek, 
Her close lip quiver'd as iu act to speak, 
While broken sobs, and tremors of unrest. 
The inward trouble of a dream express'd : 
At length, amidst imperfect murmurs, feE 
The name of " Javan I " and a low " farewell I " 
Tranquil again, her cheek resumed its hue, 
And sofl as infancy her breath she drew. 

When Javan's ear those startling accents thrill'd. 
Wonder and ecstasy his bosom fill'd ; 
But quick compunction humbler feelings wrought, 
He blush'd to be a spy on Zillah'a thought ; 
He tum'd aside ; within the neighboring brake, 
Eesolved to tarry till the nymph awake. 
There, as in luxury of thought reclined, 
A calm of tenderness composed his mind : 
His stringless harp upon the turf was thrown, 
And on a pipe of most melliflHous tone. 
Framed by himself, the musing Minstrel play'd, 
To charm the slumberer, cloister'd in the shade. 
Jubal had taught the lyre's responsiye string, 
Beneath the rapture of his touch to sing ; 
And bade the trumpet wake, with bolder breath, 
The joy of battle in the field of death ; 

VOL. II. 3 
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But Javan first, whom pure aiFeetion fired, 
"With Love's clear eloquenc* the flute iuspii-ed ; 
At once obedient to the lip and hand, 
It utter'd every feeling at command. 
Light o'er the stops his airy fingers flew, 
A spirit spoke in every tone they drew ; 
'Twas now the skylark on the wings of mom, 
Now the night-warbler leaning on her thorn ; 
Anon through every pulse the music stole, 
And held sublime communion with the soui, 
"Wrung from the coyest breast the unprisou'd sigh, 
And kindled rapture in the coldest eye. 

Thus on his dulcet pipe while Javan play'd. 
Within her bower awoke the conscious maid; 
She, in her dream, by varying fancies erost, 
Had hwl'd her wanderer found, and moum'd him lost : 
In one wild vision, midst a land unknown, 
By a dark river, as she sat alone, 
Javan beyond the stream dejected stood ; 
He spied her soon, and leapt into the flood ; 
The thwarting current urged him down its course, 
But Love repell'd it with victorious force ; 
She ran to help him landing, where at length 
He stru^led up the bant with failing strength : 
She caught his hand ; — when, downward from the 

A water-monster dragg'd the youth away ; 
She follow'd headlong, but her garments bore 
Ker form, light floating, till she saw no more : 
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For suddenly the dream's delusion changed, 
And through a blooming wilderness she ranged ; 
Alone she seem'd, but not alone she walk'd, 
Javan, invisible, beside her talk'd. 
He toll], how he had joumey'd many a year 
With changing seasons in their swift career, 
Danced with the breezes in the bowers of mom. 
Slept in the valley where new moons are bom, 
Rode wilt the planets, on their golden cars, 
Bound the blue world inhabited by staK, 
And, bathing in the sun's crystalline streams, 
Became ethereal spirit in the beams, 
Whence were his lineaments, from mortal sights 
Absorb'd in pure tj'ansparency of light ; 
But now, his pilgrimage of glory past, 
lu Eden's vale he sought repose at last, 
— The voice was mystery to Zillah's ear, 
Not speech, nor song, yet full, melodious, clear ; 
Mo sounds of winds or waters, birds or bees, 
Wei'e e'er so exquisitely tuned to please. 
Then while she sought him with desiring eyes, 
The airy Javan darted from disguise : 
Full on her view a stranger's visage broke ; 
She fled, she feO, he caught her, — she awoke. 

Awoke from sleep, — but in her solitude 
Found the enchantment of her dream renew'd ; 
That living voice, so full, melodious, clear, 
That voice of mystery warbled in her ear. 
Yet words no 'longer wing the trembling notes, 
Unearthly, inexpressive music floats, 
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In liquid tones so Toluble and wild, 

Her senses seem by slumber still beguiled : 

Alami'd ebe started from ber lonely den, 

But bluabing, instantly retu'ed again ; 

Tbe viewless phantom came in sound so near, 

The stranger of her di'eam might next appear. 

Javan, conceal'd behind tbe verdant brake, 

Felt his lip fail, and strength bia band forsake ; 

Then dropt his flute, and while he lay at rest 

Heard every pulse tliat travell'd through bis breast. 

Zillab, who deem'd tbe strange illusion fled, 

JJow from the laurel-arbor sbow'd her head, 

Her eye quick-glancing round as if, in thought, 

Recoiling from tbe object that she sought : 

By slow degrees, to Javan in the shade, 

Tlie emei-ging nymph her perfect shape display'd. 

Time had but toucb'd her form to finer grace, 

Years had but shed their favore on ber face, 

WbUe secret Love, and unrewarded Truth, 

Like cold clear dew upon tbe rose of youth, 

Gave to the springing flower a chasten'd bloom, 

And shut from rifling winds its coy perfume. 

Words cannot paint tbe wonder of her look, 
When once again his pipe tbe Minstj'el look, 
And soft in under-fones began to play, 
Like tbe caged woodlark's low-lamenting lay : 
Then loud and shrill, by stronger breath impell'd. 
To higher strains tbe undaunted music swell'd, 
Till new-bom echoes through tbe forest rang, 
And birds, at noon, in broken slumbers sang, 
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Bewildering transport, infentine surprise, 

Tkrobb'd in her bosom, apai'kled in her eyes. 

O'er every feature every feeling shone, 

Her color changed as Javan changed his tone : 

"While she between the bower and brake entranced 

Alternately relreated or advanced ; 

Sometinies the lessening cadence seem'd to fly. 

Then the full melody came rolling nigh; 

She shrunk, or foUow'd still, with eye Mid feet, 

Afraid to lose it, more afraid to meet; 

For yet through Eden's land, by fame alone, 

Jubal's harmonious minstrelsy was known, 

Though nobler songs than cheer'd the Patriarchs' 

glen 
Never resounded from the lips of men. 

SOeuce, at lengih, the listening Maiden broke ; 
The heart of Javan, eheck'd Mm while she spoke ; 
Though sweeter than his pipe her accents stole, 
He durst not leaiii the tumult of her soul, 
But, closely cowering in his ambuscade, 
With sprightlier breath and nimbler finger play'd. 
— " 'Tis not the nightingale that sang so well. 
When Javan left me neai' this lonely cell : 
Tis not indeed the nightingale ; — her voice 
Could never since that hour my soul rejoice : 
Some bird from Paradise hath lost her way. 
And carols here a long-forbidden lay ; 
For ne'er since Eve's transgression mortal ear 
Was privileged such heavenly sounds to hear; 
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Perhaps an Angel, while lie rests his wings, 
On earth alighting, here his descant sings ; 
Melhinks those tones, so full of joy and love, 
Must be the language of the world above ! 
Witbin this bralie he rests : " "With curious ken, 
As if she fear'd to stir a lion's den, 
BreathliMs, on tiptoe, round the copse she crept; 
Her heart beat quiclter, louder as she slept. 
Till Javan rose, and fix'd on her his eyes. 
In dumb embwrassment, and feign'd surprise; 
Upright slie started, at the sudden view. 
Back from her brow the scatter'd ringlets flew : 
Paleness a moment overspread her face ; 
. But fear to frank astonishment gave place, 
And with the virgin-blush of innocence, 
She ask'd, — " Who art thou, Stranger, and i'rom 
whence ? " 

With mild demeanor, and with downcast eye, 
Javan, advancing, humbly made reply ; 
— "A Wretch escaping from the ti'ibes of men, 
Seeks an asylum in the Pati-iarchs' glen ; 
As through the forest's breathless gloom I stray'd. 
Up sprang the breeze in this deUcioua shade ; 
Then, while I sate beneath the rustling tree, 
I waked this pipe to wildest minstrelsy, 
ChUd of my fancy, framed with Jubal's art, 
To breathe at will tlie fiilness of my heart : 
Fdrest of Women 1 if the clamor rude 
Hath scared the quiet of thy solitude, 
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Forgive the innocent offence, and fell, 

How far beyond these wooda tlie i-ighteous dwell." — 

Though changed his voice, his look and stature 
changed. 
In air and garb, in all hut love estranged, 
Slill in the youtlifal exile Zillah sought 
A deal" lost friend, forever near her thought ! 
Yet answer'd coldly, — jealous and afraid 
Her heart might be mistaken, or betray'd. 

— " Not far from hence the faithful race reside ; 
Pilgrim ! to whom shall I thy footsteps g«ide ? 
Alike to a)J, if thou an alien be, 

My fether's home invites thee ; follow me." 

She spoke with such a thought-divining look. 
Color his iip, and power his tongue forsook ; 
At length, in hesitating tone, and low, 

— "Enoch," said be, " the friend of God I know. 
To him I beai- a message full of fea,r ; 

I may not rest till he vouchsafe to hear." 

He paused ; his cheek witli red confusion burn'd ; 
Kindness through her relenting breast retuni'd : 

— " Behold the path," she cried, and led the way : 
Ere long tlie vale unbosom'd to the day ; 

— " Yonder, where two embracing oaks are seen, 
Arch'd o'er a cottage-roof, that peeps between. 
Dwells Enoch; Stranger! peace attend tiiee there, 
My lather's sheep demand his daughter's cai-e." 
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40 THE WOKLD 

Javan was so rebuked beneatJi her eye, 
She vanJBh'd ere he falter'd a reply. 
And sped, while he in cold amazement stood. 
Along tlie winding border of the wood ; 
Now lost, now reappearing, as the glade 
Shone to the sun, or darken'd in the shade, 
He saw, but might not follow, where her flock 
Were ivont to rest at noon, beneath a rock. 
He knew the willowy champaign, and the stream, 
Of many an early lay the wmple tlieme. 
Chanted in Boyhood's unsuspecting hours. 
When Zillah joined the song, or praised his powers. 
Tliither he watch'd her, while her course she bore. 
Nor ceased to gaae, when she was seen no more. 



END OF CANTO 11. 
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CANTO in. THE WOKLD BEFORE THE FLOOD. 41 



CANTO THIRD. 

Javn'i'a Solilogwj an ZiUak'a Desertion of him. Be reaeh.ee the 
Raitis of his Mother's Collage. Theace he proceeds to Enoch's 
HiosfHaff.' Bis Sec^lioR diere. Mrioch and Javan proceed to- 
geOter lowardi the Place of Satfrifice. Descriplias of the Pairi- 
arch's Glen; — Occasion of the Family of Seth reUrvag daOtesr 
at first. 

" Am I 90 changed \>j suffering, so forgot, 
That love disowns me, Zillah knows me not ? 
Ah I no ; she shrinks fi-om my disasti-ous fate ; 
She dare not love me, and she cannot hate : 
'T is just ; I merit thia : — "When Nature's womb 
Ingulfed my kindred in one common tomb, 
Why was 1 spared ? — A reprobate by birth, 
To heaven rebellious, unallied on earth. 
Whither, O whither shall the outcast flee ? 
There is no home, no peace, no hope for me. 
I hate the worldling's vanity and noise, 
I have no fellow-feeling in his joys ; 
The saint's serener bliss I cannot share. 
My soul, alas ! hath no communion there. 
This is the portion of my eup below. 
Silent, unmingled, solitaiy woe ; 
To bear from clime to clime the curse of Cain, 
Sin with remorse, yet find repentance vain ; 
And cling, in blank despair, from, breath to breath, 
To nought in life, except the fear of Death." — 



»i..,Goo^lf 



Wliile Jasan gave his bitter passion rent, 
Aad wander'd on, unheeding where he went, 
His feet, instinctive, led him to the spot 
Where rose the ruins of his CMIdhood's cot ; 
Here, as he halted in abrupt surprise, 
His Mother seem'd to vanish fi-om his eyes, 
As if her gentle form, unmark'd before, 
Had stood to greet him at the wont«d door ; 
Tet did the pale retiring Spirit dart 
A look of tenderness that broke his heart : 
T was bift a thought, arrested on its flight, 
And bodied forth with visionary lights 
But ehill the life-hlood ran through every vein, 
The fire of frenzy faded from his brain, 
He cast himself ia tensor on the ground : 
— Slowly recovering strength, be gazed around, 
In wistful silence, eyed those walls decay'd. 
Between whose chinks the lively lizard play'd ; 
The moss-clad timbers, loose and lapsed awry. 
Threatening ere long in wider wreck to lie ; 
The fractured roof, through which the sun-beam; 

shone, 
"VTith rank unflowering verdure overgrown ; 
The prostrate fragments of the wicker-door. 
And reptile traces on the damp gi-een floor. 
This mournful spectacle while Javan view'd. 
Life's earhest scenes and trials were renew'd ; 
O'er his dark mind, the light of years gone by 
Grleam'd, like the meteors of a northern sky. 
He moved his lips, but strove in vain to speak, 
A few slow teai-s stray'ddown his cold wan check, 
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Till from his breast a sigh convulsive sprung, 
And " my mother ! " trembled from his tongue. 
That name, though but a murmur, tliat dear name 
Touch'd every kind stffectiou into fiome ; 
Despondency assumed a milder form, 
A ray of comfort darted through the stonn ; 
" God I be merciful to me ! " — He swd, 
Arose, and straight to Enoch's dwelling sped. 

Enoch, who sate, to taste the freshening breeze, 
Beneath the shadow of his cottage-trees. 
Beheld the youth approaching ; and his eye, 
Instnict«d by the light of prophecy, 
Knew from afer, beneath the stranger's aiv, 
The orphan object of his tenderest care ; 
Forth, ■with a fetber's joy, the holy man 
To meet the poor returning pilgrim ran. 
Fell on his neck, and kiss'd him, wept, and cried, 
" My son ! my son ! " — but Javan slu-iink aside ; 
The Patriarch raised, embraced him, otl witl 

His head fo gaze, tlien wept and clasp'd anew. 
The mourner bow'd with ^ony of shame, 
Clung round his knees, and caU'd upon hm name. 
— "Fatht^! behold a supplicant in me, 
A siuner in the sight of heaven and thee ; 
Tet for thy former love, may Javan live ; 
0, for the mother's sake, the eon foi'give ! — 
The meanest office, and the lowest seat, 
In Enoch's house be mine, at Enoch's feet." 
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4i THE WORLD BEFORE THE FLOOD, CANTO HI. 



" Come to my home, my bosom, and my rest, 
Not as a stranger, and way-fai'ing guest ; 
My bread of peace, my cup of bleaaings share, 
Child of my faith ! and answer to my prayer I 
0, 1 have wept through many a night for thee, 
And watch'd through many a day this day to see. 
Crown'd is the hope of my desiring heart, 
I am resign'd, and ready to depart : 
With joy I hail my course of nature mn, 
Since I have seen thy fece, my son ! my son ! " 

So saying, Enoch-led to his abode 
The trembling penitent, along the I'oad 
That through the garden's gay indosure wound ; 
Midst fruits and flowers the Patriarch's spouse they 

Plucking the purple clusters from the vine 

To crown the cup of unfermented wine. 

She came to meet them ; — but in strange surmise 

Sfopt, and on Javan fls'd her earnest eyes ; 

He kneel'd to greet her hand with wonted grace — 

Ah ! then she knew him ! — aa he bow'd his face, 

His mother's fe^ures in a glimpse she caught. 

And the son's image rush'd upon her thought; 

Pale she reeoil'd with momentary fright. 

As if a spirit had risen before her sight, 

Returning, with a heart too full to speak. 

She pour'd a flood of tears upon his cheek, 

Then laugh'd for gladness, — but her laugh was wild : 

— " Where hast thou been, my own, my orphan child ? 



»i..,Goo^lf 
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Child of my soul ! bequeath'd in death to me, 
By her who had no other wealth than thee ! " 
She cried, and with a mother's love caress'd 
The Youth, who wept in silence on, her breast. 

Thia hasty tumult of affection o'er, 
They pass'd within the hospitable door ; 
There on a grassy couch, with joy o'ercome, 
Pensive with awe, with veneration dumb, 
Javan reclined, while, kneeling at his seat, 
The hnmble Patriarch wash'd the travelter's feet. 
Quickly the Spouse her plenteous table spread 
With homely viands, milk and fruits and bread. 
Ere long the guesl, grown innocently bold, 
With simple eloquence, his story told ; 
His sins, his follies, friuikly were reveal'd. 
And nothing but his nameless love conceai'd. 
— " While thus," he cried, " I proved the world a 

Pleasure a serpent, Fame a cloud in air ; 
While with the sons of men my ftiotsteps trod. 
My home, my heart was with the Sons of God." 

" Went not my spirit with thee," Enoch said, 
"When from the Mother's grave the Orphan fled? 
Others believed thee slain by beasts of blood, 
Or self-devoted to the strangling Hood, 
(Too plainly iu thy grief-bewildei'd mien, 
By every eye, a breaking heart was seen ;) 
I mourn'd in secret thine apostasy. 
Nor ceased to intercede with Heaven for thee. 
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4b TUE WOELD BEFOBE THE FLOOD. CANTO III. 

Strong was my faith, in dreams or waking thougJit, 
Oft aa thine image o'er my mind was brouglit, 
I deem'd thee living by (his conscious sign, 
The deep communion of my soul with tliine. 
This day a voice, that thrili'd my breast with fear, 
(Methought 't was Adam's) whisper'd in mine ear, 
— ' Enoch ! ere thrice the morning meet the sun, 
Thy joy shall be flilflll'd, thy rest begun.' — 
While yet those tones were murmuring in air, 
I turn'd to look, — but saw no speaker there : 
Thought I not then of thee, my long-lost joy ? 
Leapt not my heart abroad to meet my boy ? 
Yes ! and while still I sate beneath the tree, 
Eevolving what the signal meant to me, 
I spied thee coming, fuid with eager feet 
Ran, the returning fugitive to gi-eet ; 
Nor less the welcome art thou, since I know 
By this high warning, that from earth I go ; 
My days are mtmber'd ; peace on thine attend ! 
The tiial comes, — be fwthful to the end." 

"0 live the years of Adam ! " cried the youth; 
" Yet seem thy words to breathe prophetic truth ; 
Sire ! while I roam'd the worid, a transient guest, 
From sunrise to the ocean of the west, 
I found that sin, where'er Ihe foot of man 
Natnre's primeval wilderness o'er-ran, 
Had track'd his steps, and through advancing Time 
Urged the deluded race from crime to crime, 
Till wrath and strife, in fratricidal war, 
Gather'd the force of nations from afar, 
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To deal aad suffer Death's unheeded blow, 

As if the curse on Adam wei'e too slow, 

Even now an host, like locusts on their way, 

That desolate the earth, and dim the day. 

Led by a Giant-King, whose arm hath broke 

Remotest realms to wear his iron yoke. 

Hover o'er Eden, resolute to close 

His final trimnph o'er his latest foes j 

A feeble band, that in their covert lie, 

Like cowering doves beneath the Mcon's eye. 

That easy and ignoble conquest won. 

There yet remains one fouler deed undone ; 

Oft have I heard the tyrant in his ire. 

Devote this glen to massacre and fire. 

And swear to root, from Earth's dishonor'd face, 

The last least relic of the faithful race ; 

Thenceforth he hopes, on God's terrestrial throne 

To rule the nether universe alone. 

"Wherefore, Sire ! when evening shuts the sky. 

Fly with thy kindred, from destruction fly ; 

Ear to the soutli, unpeopled wilds of wood 

Skirt the dark borders of Euphrates' flood ; 

There shall the Patriarchs find secure repose, 

Till Eden rest, forsaken of her foes," 

At Javan's speech the Matron's check grew pale, 
Her courage, not her faith, began to fail ; 
Eve's youngest daughter she ; tlie silent tear 
Witness'd her patience, hut betray'd her fear. 
Then answer'd Enoch, with a smile serene, 
That shed celestial beauty o'er his mien ; 
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" Here is mine earthly habitation ; here 
I wait tUl ray Kedeemer shall appear ; 
Death and the face of man I dare not shun, 
God is my refuge, and His will be done." 

The Matron check'd her uneomplainiag sigh, 
And wiped the drop that trembled in her eye, 
Javan with shame and splf-abasement blush'd, 
But every care at Enoch's smile was hush'd: 
He felt the power of truth ; his heart o'erflow'd, 
And in his look sublime devotion glow'd. 
Westward tlie Patriarch turn'd his tranquil face ; 
" The Sun," ssud he, " hath well nigh rnn his 

I to the yearly sacrifice repair. 

Our Brethren meet me at the place of prayer," 

" I follow : O, my father ! I am thine ; 
Thy God, thy people, Emd thine altar mine ! " 
Esclaim'd the youth, on highest thoughts intent. 
And forth with Enoch through the valley went. 

Deep was that valley, girt with rock and wood, 
In rural groups the scatter'd hamlet stood ; 
Tents, arbors, eott^ea, Rdom'd the scene, 
Gardens and fields, and shepherds' walks between ; 
Through all, a streamlet, from its mountmn-source, 
Seen but by stealth, pursued its willowy course. 

When first the mingling sons of God and man 
The demou-saci-iflce of war began, 
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Self-exiled here, the family of Seth 

Eenouiiced a world of violence and death, 

Faithful alone amidst the faithless found,* 

And innocent while murder cursed the ground. 

Here, in retirement from profane mankind, 

They worshipp'd Glod with purity of mind. 

Fed their small flocks, and tUl'd their narrow soil. 

Like parent Adam, with suhmissive toil, 

— Adam, whose eyea their pious hands had closed, 

Whose bones beneath dieir quiet turf reposed. 

No glen like this, unst^n'd with human blood, 

Could youthful nature boast before the flood ; 

Far less shall Earth, now hastening to decay, 

A scene of sweeter loneliness display, 

Where nought was heard but sounds of peace and 

Nor seen but woods around, and heaven above. 



Yet not in cold and unconcem'd content, 
Their years in that delicious range were spent ; 
Oft from their haunts the fervent Patriarchs broke. 
In strong affection to their kindred spoke. 
With tears and prayers reproved their growing crimes, 
Or told tie impending judgments of the times. 
In vain ; the world despised the warning word. 
With scorn belied it, or with mockery heard, 

* " So spake the Seraph Abdiel, faithful fountl 
Among the fidtiileBB, iiiithful only he." 

Par. Lost, book vi. 
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Forbade the zealous monitors to roam. 
And stoned, or chased them to their forest home. 
Thei-e, from the depth of sohtude, their sighs, 
Pleaded with heavea in ceaseless sacrifice, 
And long did righteous heaven the gwiltj spare, 
Won by tlie holy violence of prayer. 

Yet sharper pangs of unavailing woe, 
Those Sires in secrecy were doom'd to know ; 
Oft by the world's alluring snares misled, 
Their youth from that sequester'd valley fled, 
Join'd the wild herd, increased the godless crew, 
And left the virtuous remnant weak and few. 



END OF CAKTO III. 
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CANTO FOURTH. 

£rocA relates to Javan Ike dTeumstanceii <f the Death of Adam, 
including his jlppomiinewi of on im?i!inJ Sacrifice on the Day of 
hit Tromgreaeiiiti and Fall in FaradUe. 

Thus tlirough the valley while they held their walk, 
Enoch of former days began to talk, 
— " Thou know'st our place of sacrifice and praycf, 
Javan ! for thou wert wont to worship there : 
Built by our father's venerable hands, 
On tlie same spot our imcient altar stands, 
Where, driven from Eden's hallow'd groyes, he found 
A home on earth's unconsecrated ground 5 
Whence too, his pilgrimage of trial o'er, 
He reach'd the rest which sin can bre^ no more. 
Oft hast thou heard our elder Patriarchs tell 
How Adam once by disobedience fell ; 
Would that my tongue were gifted to display 
The terror and the glory of that day. 
When, seized and stricken by the hand of IteaJh, 
The first transgressor yielded up his breath ! 
Nigh threescore years, with interchanging light. 
The host of heaven have measured day and night, 
Since we beheld the ground, from which he rose, 
On his returning dust in sUence close, 

" Witli him his noblest sons might not compare, 
In godlike feature and majestic air ; 
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Not out of weainess rose tis gradual frame, 
Perfect from his Creator's hand he came ; 
And as in fonn excelling, so in mind 
The Sire of men transcended all mankind ; 
A aoiil ■was in his eye, and in hia speech 
A dialect of heaven no art could reach ; 
For oft of old to him the evening breeze 
Had borne the voice of God among the trees ; 
Angels were wont their aonga with his to blend, 
And talk with him as their fimiiliar friend. 
But deep remorse for that mysterious crime, 
Whose dire contagion through elapsing time 
Diffused the curse of death beyond control. 
Had wrought such aelf-abaaement in his soul, 
That he, whose honors were approach'd by none, 
"Was yet the meekest Ttmn beneath the sun. 
From sin, aa from the serpent that betray'd 
Eve's early innocence, he shrunk afraid ; 
Vice he rebuked with so austere a frown, 
He seem'd to bring an instant judgment down ; 
Tet while he chid, compunctious tears would start, 
And yearning tenderness dissolve his heart ! 
The guilt of all his race became his own, 
He suffer'd as if he had sinn'd alone. 
"Within our glen to filial love endear'd. 
Abroad for wisdom, truth, and justice fear'd. 
He walk'd so humbly in the sight of all, 
The vilest ne'er repvoach'd him with his fall. 
Children were hie delight ; — they ran to meet 
His soothing hand, and clasp hia Tionor'd feet ; 
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While 'midst their fearless sports supremely blest, 
He grew in heart a child among the rest; 
Tet as a Parent, nought beneath the sky 
ToHch'd him so quickly as an infant's eye : 
Joy from its smile of happiness he caught; 
Its flash of rage sent horror through his thought : 
His smitten conscience felt as fierce a pain, 
As if he fell from innocence agwn. 

" One morn I track'd him on his lonely way, 
Pale as the gleam of slow-awakening day ; 
With feeble step he climb'd yon ci-aggy height, 
Thence fix'd on distant Paradise his sight ; 
He gazed awhile in silent tliougLt profound. 
Then falling prostrate on the dewy ground, 
He pour'd his spirit in a flood of prayer, 
Bewail'd his ancient crime with self-despair. 
And claim'd the pledge of reconciling grace, 
The promised Seed, tbe Saviour of his race. 
Wrestling with God, as Nature's vigor fail'd, 
His faith grew stronger and his plea prevaii'd ; 
The prayer from agony to rapture rose, 
And sweet as Angel accents fell the close, 
1 stood to greet him ; when he raised his head, 
Divine expression o'er his visage spread ; 
His presence was so saintly to behold, 
He seem'd in sinless Paradise grown old. 

" — -'This day,' said lie, 'iti Time's stai'-lighted. 

Renews tlic anguish of that mortal woirad 
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On me inflicted, when the Serpent's tongue 
My Spouse with his beguiling falsehood stung. 
Though years of grace through centuries have 

paas'd 
Since my transgression, this may be my last ; 
Infirmities wifliouf, and fears witliin, 
Foretell the consiunmating stroke of sin ; 
The hour, the place, the form to me unkuowii. 
But God, who lent me life, mij'W claim his own ; 
Then, lest I sink as suddeoly in death, 
As quickened into being by his brea.th. 
Once more I'climb'd these roeks with weary pace, 
And hut once more, to view my native place. 
To bid yon garden of delight farewell, 
The earthly Paradise from wliich 1 fell. 
This mantle, Enoch ! which I yearly wear 
To mark the day of penitence and prayer, — 
These skins, the covering of my firet offence, 
"When, conscious of departed innocence, 
Naked and trembling from my Judge I fled, 
A hand of mercy o'er my viieness spread ; — 
Enoch ! this mantle thus vouchsafed to me, 
At my dismission I bequeathe to thee ; 
Wear it in sad memorial on this day, 
And yearly at mine earliest altar slay 
A lamb immaculate, whose blood be spilt 
In sign of wrath removed and cancell'd guilt : 
So be the sins of all my race confesi. 
So on their heads may peace and pardon rest.' 
—■Thus spake our Sirej and down the steep descent, 
With strcngthen'd heart, and fearless footstep went : 
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Javan ! wlien we parted at his door, 

1 loved him as I never loved hefore. 

" Ere noon, returning to his bower, I found 
Our father laboring in his harvest grouncl, 
(For yet he till'd a little plot of soil, 
Patient and pleased with voluntary toil) ; 
But how changed from him, whose morning eye 
Outshone the star, that told the sun was nigh ! 
Loose in his feeble grasp tjte sickle shook ; 
I mark'd the ghastly dolour of his look. 
And ran to help him ; but his latest strength 
Fail'd j — prone upon his sheaves he fell at length : 
I strove to raise him ; sight and sense were fled, 
Nerveless his limbs, and backward sway'd his 

Seth pass'di I call'd him, and we bore our Sire 
To neighboring shades from noon's afflictive fire: 
Ere long he 'woke lo feeling, with a sigh, 
And lialf unclosed his hesifating eye ; 
Strangely and timidly he peer'd around, 
Like men in dreams whom sudden lights confound : 
— ' Is this a new Ci-eation ? — Have I pass'd 
The bitterness of death ? ' — He look'd aghast, 
Then son-owful! — 'Ho; men and trees appear; 
T is not a new Creation — pain is here : 
From Sin's dominion is there no release ? 
Lord ; let thy Servant now depart in peace.' 
— Hurried remembrance crowding o'er his soul, 
He knew us ; tears of consternation stole 
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Down liis pale eheelis : — ■ Setli ' — Enoch ! WTicre 

is Eve? 
How could the spouse her dying consort leave ? ' 

" Eve look'd that moment from their- cottage-door 
In quest of Adam, where he toil'd before ; 
He was not there ; she call'd him by his name ; 
Sweet to his ear the well-known accents came ; 
— ' Here am 1,' answer'd he, in tone so weak. 
That we who held him scarcely heard him speak; 
But, resolutely bent to rise, in vain 
He struggled till lie swoon'd away with pain. 
Eve call'd again, and turning tow'i-ds tlie shade, 
Helpless aa infancy, beheld him laid; 
She sprang, as smitten with a mortal wound, 
Forward, and cast herself upon the ground 
At Adam's feet ; htJf rising in despair, 
, Hiiii from our arras she wildly strove to tear ; 
Kepell'd by gentle violence, she press'd 
His powerless hand to her convulsive breast, 
And kneeling, bending o'er Lira, full of fears, 
Warm on his bosom shower'd her silent teara. 
Light to his eyes at lliat refreshment came, 
They opened on her in a transient flame ; 
— ' And art thou here, my life ! my Love ! ' he cried, 
' Faithful in death to this congenial side ? 
Thus let me bind tliee to my breaking heart. 
One dear, one bitter moment, ere we part,' 
— ' Leave me not, Adam ! lea,ve me not below ; 
"With thee I taiTy, or with tliee I go/ 
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She said, and yielding to his faint embrace, 
Clung round his neck, and wept upon his fa^e. 
Alaiming recollection soon retum'd, 
His fevei''d fi'ame with growing anguish burn'd. ; 
Ah ! then, as Nature's t^nderest impulse wrought, 
"With foad solicitude of love she sought 
To soothe his limbs upon their grassy bed. 
And make the piUow easy to his head, 
She wiped bis reeking temples with her hair ; 
■ She shook the leaves to stir the sleeping air; 
Moisten'd his lips with kisses : with her breath 
Vainly essay'd to quell the fire of Death, 
That ran and revell'd through his swollen veina 
With quicker pulses, and severer pains. 



"The sun, in summer miyesty on high. 
Darted his fierce effulgence down the sky ; 
Yet dimm'd and blunted were the dazzling rays, 
TTia orb expanded thi'ough a dreary haze. 
And, circled with a red portentous zone. 
He look'd in siiily horror from his throne : 
The vital air was atiU ; the torrid heat 
Oppress'd our heai-ts, that labor'd hard to beat. 
When higher noon had shrunk the lessening shade, 
Thence to his home our father we convey'd, 
And stretch'd him, pOlow'd with his latest sheaves. 
On a fresh couch of green and fragrant leaves. 
Here, tlough his sufferings through the glen were 

known, 
We chose to watch his dying bed alone. 



»i..,Goo^lf 



58 THE WORLD BEFORE TDE FLOOD. CAHTO IV, 



Eve, Seth, and I, — In vain he sigli'd for rest, 

And oft his meek complainings thus express 'd : 

— ' Blow on me, Wind ! I faint with heat I O bring 

Delicious water ironi the deepest spring ; 

Tour sunless shadows o'er my limbs diffuse, 

Ye Cedars ! waah me cold with midnight dews. 

— Cheer me, my friends ! with looks of kindness 

Whisper a word of comfort in mine ear ; 

Those sorrowing laces All my soul wifh gloom ; 

This silence is the silence of the tomb. 

Thither I hasten ; help me on my way ; 

sing to soothe me, and to strengthen pray ! ' 

We sang to soQthe him, — hopeless was tlie song ; 

We pray'd to strengthen him, — he grew not 

strong. 
In vain from every herb, and fruit, and flower. 
Of cordial sweetness, or of healing power. 
We press'd the virtue ; no terrestrial balm 
Nature's dissolving agony could calm. ' 
Thus as the day declined, the fell disease 
Eclipsed the light of life by slow degrees ; 
Yet while his pangs grew sharper, more resign'd. 
More self-collected, grew tie sufferer's mind ; 
Patient of heart, though rack'd at every pore, 
The righteous penalty of sin he boi-e ; 
Not his the fortitude that mocks at pains. 
But that which feels them most, and yet sustains. 
— ' 'T is juaf, 't is merciful,' we heard him say ; 
' Tet wherefore hath He tum'd his face away ? 
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I see Him not ; I hear Hini not ; I call ; 
My God ! my God ! support me, or I falL' 

" The sun went down amidst an angry glare 
Of flushing clouds, that cvimsou'd all the air ; 
The winds brake loose ; the forest boughs were torn, 
And dark aloof the eddying foliage borne ; 
Cattle to shelter scudded in affright ; 
The florid evening vauish'd into night : 
Then burst the hun'icane upon the vale, 
In peals of thunder, and thick-voUied hail ; 
Prone rushing rains with torrents whelm'd the land. 
Our cot amidst a river seem'd to "itand ; 
Around ils basp, the foamy-crested streams 
Flash'd through the darkness to the lightning's 
gleams, [ground. 

With monstrous throes an earthquake heaved the 
The rocks wpre rent, the mountains trembled round ; 
Never smce Nature into being came. 
Had such mysterious motion shook her frame ; 
We thought, ingulf d in floods, or wrapt in fire. 
The world itself would perish with our Sire. 

"Amidst thi^ war of elements, within 
More dreadful grew the sacrifice of sin. 
Whose victim on his bed of torture lay, 
Breathing the alow remains of life away. 
Erewhile, victorious faith sublimer rose 
Beneath the pressure of collected woes : 
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But now his spirit waver'd, went and came, 

Like the loose vapor of departing flame, 

TIU at tlie point, when comfort seem'd to die 

For ever in his flx'd unclosing eye. 

Bright through the smouldering ashes of the man 

The saint brake foith, and Adam thus hegaii : 

" — ' O ye, that shudder at tliis awful strife, 
This wrestling agony of Death and Lii'e, 
Think not that He, on whom my soul is cast, 
Will leave me thus forsaken to the last ; 
Nature's infirmity alone you see ; 
My chfuns are breaking, I shall soon he free ; 
Though firm in God the Spirit holds her trust, 
The fiesh is frail, and tremhles into dust. 
Horror and anguish seize me ; — 'tis the hour 
Of darkness, and I mourn beneath its power ; 
The Tempter plies me with hia direst art, 
I feel the Serpent coiling round my heart ; 
He stirs the wound he once inflictod there. 
Instils the deadening poison of despair. 
Belies the truth of God's delaying grace. 
And bids me curse my Maker to his feoe. 
— I will not curse Him, though his grace delay; 
I win not cease lo trust Him, though He slay ; 
FuU on his promised mercy I rely, 
For God hath spoken, — God, who cannot lie. 
— Thoc, of my feith the Author and the End t 
Mine early, late, and everlasting Friend ! 
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The joy, that once thy presence gave, restore 
Ere I am summon'd hence, and seen.no more : 
Down to the duat returns this earthly frame, 
Receive my Spirit, Lord ! fh>m whom it came ; 
Rebuke the Tempter, show thy power to save, 
let thy glory light me to the grave, 
That these, who witness my departing breath, 
May learn to triumph in the grasp of Death,' 

" He closed his eyelids with a tranquil smile. 
And seem'd to rest in silent prayer awhile : 
Around his couch with filial awe we kneel'd, 
"Wlien suddenly a light from heaven reveal'd 
A Spirit, that stood within the unopen'd door ; — 
The sword of God in his right hand he bore ; 
His countenance was Ughtning, and his vest 
Like snow at sunrise on the mountain's crest ; 
Tet so benignly beautiful hia form, 
His presence sHL'd the fury of the storm ; 
At once tte winds retire, the waters cease ; 
His look was love, his salutation, ' Peace ! ' 

" Our mother first beheld him, sore amazed. 
But terror grew to transport, while she gazed : 
— ''TIS He, the Prince of Seraphim, who drove 
Our banish'd feet from Eden's happy grove ; * 
Adam, my Life, my Spouse, awalte ! ' she cried ; 
' Return to Pai'adise ; behold thy Guide ! 

* Paradise Lost, book xi. v. 2S8. 
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O let me follow in this dear embrace ! ' 

She sunk, and on his bosom hid ber face. 

Adam look'd up ; his visage changed its hue, 

Transfomi'd into an Angel's at the view : 

' I come ! ' he cried, with faith's full triumph fired, 

And in a sigh of erafasy expired. 

The light was vanish'd, and the vision fled ; 

We stood aloae, the living with the dead ; 

The ruddy embers, glimmering round the room, 

Display'd the corpse amidst the solemn gloom ; 

But o'er the scene a holy calm reposed, 

The gate of heaven had. open'd there, and closed. 

" Eve's faithful arm still clasp'd her lifeless Spouse ; 
Gently I shook it fi-om ber trance to rouse ; 
She gave no answer ; motionless and cold, 
It fell like clay icota my relaxing hold ; 
Alarm'd, I lifted up the locks of grey 
That hid her cheek ; her soul had pass'd away : 
A beauteous corse she graced her partner's side, 
Love bound their lives, and Death could not divide. 

" Trembling astonishment of grief we felt, 
Till Nature's sympathies began to melt ; 
We wept in stillness through the long dark night ; 
I — And O bow welcome was liie morning light I " 



■■ CANTO IV. 
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CANTO FIFTH. 



" And here," said Enoch with dejected eye, 
" Behold the grave, in which our Parents lie." 
They stopp'd, and o'er the turf-iuclosure wept, 
Where, side by side, the First-Created slept : 
It seem'd as if a voice, with slill small sound, 
Heard in their bosoms, issued from that mound : 
— " From earth we came, and we return'd to earth ; 
Descendants ! spare tlie Dust that gave yoti birth ; 
Tliough Death, tlie pain for our transgression due. 
By sad inlieritance we left to you, 
let our ChUdrea bless us in our grave, 
And man forgive the wrong that God forgave ! " 

Thence to the altar Enoch tum'd his face ; 
But Javau linger'd in that hnrying-place, 
A scene sequester'd from the haunts of men, 
The loveliest nook of all that lovely glen, 
Where weary pilgrims found their last repose : 
The little heaps were ranged in comely rows, 
With walks between, by friends and Itindred trod, 
Who dress'd with duteous hands each liallow'd sod ; 
No sculptured monument was taught to breathe 
Ms praises, whom tlie worm devour'd beneath j 
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The high, the low, the mighty, and the fair. 
Equal ill death, were undisdnguiah'd there ; 
Tet not a hillock moulder'd near that spot, 
By one dishonor'd or by all forgot ; 
To some warm heart, the poorest duat was dear, 
From some kind eye, the meanest claim'd a tear. 
And oft the living, by affection led. 
Were wont la walk in spirit with their dead. 
Where no dark cypress cast a doleful gloom, 
No blighting yew shed poison o'er the tomb. 
But, white and red with intermingling flowers. 
The graves look'd beautiful in sun and showers. 
Green myrtles fenced it, and beyond their bound 
Ran the clear rill with ever-murmuring sound ; 
"T was not a scene for Grief to nourish care, 
It breathed of Hope, and moved the heart to 
prayer. 

Why liugcr'd Javan in that lone retreat? 
The shrine of her that bare him drew his feet ; 
Trembling he sought it, fearing to behold 
A bed of thistles, or unsightly mould ; 
But, lo ! the tui-f, which his own hands had piled, 
With choicest flowers, and richest verdure smiled : 
By all the glen, his mother's couch of rest, 
In his default, was visited and blest. 
He kneel'd, he kiss'd it, full of love and woe ; 
His heart was where his ti'easure lay, below ; 
And long he tarried, ere, wilh heav'nward eyes. 
He rose, and hasten'd lo the sacrifice. 
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^ moiiiit, that stood 
Apart amidst the valley, girt with wood, 
Whose open summit rising o'er the trees, 
Caught the cool fragrance of the evening breeze, 
The Patriarchal Worshippers were met ; 
The Lamb was brought, the wood in order set 
On Adam's rustic altar, moss-o'ergrown, 
An unwrought mass of earth-imbedded stone, 
Long known and hallow'd, wliere, for man's offence, 
The earth flvst drank the blood of innocence, 
When God himself oi-dain'd the lypic rite 
To Eden's Exiles, resting on their flight. 
Foremost, amidst the group, was Enoch seen. 
Known by his humble port, and heavenly mien ; 
On him the Priest's mysterious office lay, 
For 't was the Eve of Man's transgression-day. 
And him had Adam, with expiring breath, 
Ordaia'd to oiFer yearly, from his death, 
A victim on that mountain, whence the shiea 
Had first inhaled the fumes of sacrifice. 
In Adam's coat of skins array'd he stands, 
Spreadmg to heaven his supplicating hands, 
Ere from hia robe the deadly steel he drew 
To smit« (he victim, spoi-Ung in bis view. 
Behind him Seth, in majesty contess'd. 
The World's gi-eat Elder, tower'd above the rest 
Serenely shone his sweet and solemn eye, 
Like the sun reigning in the western sky ; 
Though nine slow centuries by stealth had shed 
Grey hairs, the crown of glory, on his head, 
TOL. 11, 5 
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In hardy liealth, lie rear'd hia front sublime, 
Like the green aloe, io perennial prime, 
. Wiien full of yeara it shoots fortli all its bloom, 
And glads the forest tlirough the inmost gloom ; 
So, in the blossom of a good old age, 
Flourish'd amidst his sons that peerless sage. 

Around him, in august succession, stood 
The fathers of the world before the Flood : 

— Enos ; who taught mankind, on solemn days. 
In sa«red groves, to meet for prayer and praise, 
And warn'd idolaters to lift ttieir eye. 

From sun and stai-s, to Him who made the sky : 

— Canaan and Malahel ; of whom alone 
Their age, of all that once they were, is known : 

— Jared ; who, full of hope beyond the tomb, 
Hallow'd his offspring from the Mother's womb,* 
And heaven received the Son that Parent gave, 
He walk'd witli God, and overstepp'd the grave; 
— A mighty pilgrim in the vale of tears, 

Bom to the troubles of a thousand years, 
Methuselah, whose feet unhalting i-an 
To the last circle of the life of man ; 

— Lamecli ; from infancy inured to toil, 

To wring slow blessings from the accursed soil, 
Ere yet to dress his vineyards, reap his com, 
And comfort him in cai'e, was Noah born,t 

• ThB nmifioiEivkh,'&ie son of Jared, is darivad from cAanoc, 
to deiticnte. 

t " And he called ilia nnme Nonh, saying, This same shall 
comfott na concerning onr work, and toil of our hands, because 
of the ground whith tiie Lord hath cursod." — Gen, v. 29. 
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'Who, in a later age, by signal grace, 
SnrviYed to renovate the human race ; 
Both worlds, by sad reversion, were his due, 
The Orphan of the old, the Father of the new. 

These, with their families, on either haod, 
Aliens and exiles in their native land, 
The few who loved their Maker from their youth, 
And worahipp'd God in spirit and in truth ; 
These stood with Enoch ; — All had lix'd their eyes 
On him, and on the Lamb of sacrifice, 
For now with trembling hand he shed the blood, 
And placed the slaughtei-'d victim on the wood ; 
Then kneeling, as the sun went down, he laid 
TTia hand upon the haUow'd pyre and pray'd : — 
'' Maker of heaven and earth ! supreme o'er all, 
That live, and move, and breathe, on Thee we 

call: 
Our father sinn'd and suffer'd ; — we, wlio bear 
Our father's image, his transgression share ; 
Humbled for his offences, and our own, 
Thou, who art holy, wise, and just alone. 
Accept, with free confession of our guilt, 
This victim sl^n, this blood devoutly spilt, 
Wliile tlirough tlie veil of sacrifice we see 
Thy mercy smiling, and look up to Thee ; 
O grMit forgiveness ; power and grace are thine ; 
God of salvation I cause thy face to shine ; 
Hear us in heaven ! fulfil our souls' desire, 
God of our fatlier ! answer now with Are. " 
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He rose ; no light from heaven around him shone, 
No Are deacended fi-om the eternal throne : 
Cold on the pile the offer'd victim lay, 
Amidst the stillness of expuing day ; 
The eyea of all that watch'd in vtun to view 
The wonted sign distractedly withdrew ; 
Fear clipp"d their breath, their doubling palses raised, 
And each by stealth upon his neighbor gazed ; 
From heart to heart a strange contagion ran, 
A shuddering instinct crowded man to maa ; 
Even Seth with secret consternation shook, 
And cast on Enoch an imploring look. 
Enoch, in whose sublime, unearthly mien," 
Mo change of hue, no cloud of care was seen, 
Full on the mute assembly turn'd his face, 
Cleai- as the sun prepared to run his race : 
He spoke ; his words, with awflil warning fraught^ 
Eallied and flx'd the scatter'd powers of thought. 

"Men, brethren, fatliers ! wherefore do ye fear? 
Hatli God departed from us ? — ' God is here j 
Present in eveiy heart, with sovereign power, 
He tries, he proves his people in this hour ; 
Naked as light to his all-searching eye, 
The thoughts that wrong, the doubts that tempt Him 

lie; 
Yet alow to anger, merciful as just. 
He knows our frame, remembers we are dust, 
And spares our weakness : — In his truth believe, 
Hope agdnst hope, and ask lill ye receive. 
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"What, though no flame on Adam's aitar bum, 

Ko signal of acceptance yet return, 

God is not man, who to our iailier sware. 

All times, in eveiy place, to answer prayer ; 

He cannot change ; though heaven and earth decay, 

The woi-d of God shall never pass away. 

" But mark the season : — from the rising snn, 
Westward, the race of Cain the world o'er-run; 
Their monarch, mightiest of the sons of men, 
Ha(h sworn destruction to the Patriarchs' glen ; 
Hither he hastens ; carnage strews his path : 

— Who will aw^t the giant in liis wrath ? 
Or who will fake tlie wings of silent night, 
And seek deliverance from his sword by flight ? 
Thus Bsuth the Lord: — Ye weak of faith and 

Who dare not trust the living God, depart; 
The Angel of his presence leads your way, 
Tour lives are safe, and given you as a prey ; 
But ye, who, unappall'd at earthly harm, 
Lean on the strength of his Almighty arm ; 
Prepared for life or death, with firm accord, 

— Stand Btjll, and see the glory of the Loi'd." 

A pause, a dreary pause ensued ; — then cried 
The holy man, — " On either hand divide ; 
The feeble fly ; with me the valiant stay ; 
Choose now your portion ; whom will ye obey, 
God or your fears ? His counsel, or your own? " 
— "TheLoED; theLoEDj for HEis God alone!" 
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Esclaim'd at once, with consentaneous choice, 
Tlie whole assembly, heart, and soul, and voice. 
Then light from heaven with sudden beauty came. 
Pure on the altar blazed the unkindled flame, 
And upwards lo their glorious soui-ee retum'd 
The sacred iires in which the victim bom'd : 
"Willie, through tlie evening gloom, to distant eyes 
Morn o'er the Patriarch's mountains seem'd to rise. 

Awe-struck the congregation kneel'd around. 
And worshipp'd with their faces to the ground ; 
The peace of Glod, beyond expression sweet, 
Fiil'd every spirit humbled at his feet, 
And love, jf y, wonder, deeply mingling there, 
Drew from the heart unutterable prayer. 

They rose j — as if hia soul had pass'd away, 
Prostrate before the altar Enoch lay, 
Enti'anced so deeply, all believed him dead ; 
At length he breathed, he moved, he raised his head ; 
To heaven in ecstasy he turn'd his eyes ; 
— With such a look the dead in Christ shall rise, 
When Hie last trumpet calls them from tlie dust, 
To join the resurrection of the just : — 
Yea, and from eai'thly grossneas so refined, 
(As if the soul had left the flesh behind, 
Tet wore a mortal semblance,) upright stood 
The great Evangelist before the Flood; 
On him the vision of the Almighty broke, 
And future times were present while he spoke,* 
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" The Saints sliall suffer ; righteousness shj 
fiul; 
O'er aD the world iniquity prevail ; 
Giants, in fierce contempt of man and God, 
Shall rule the nations with aa iron rod; 
On every mountain ido! grovea shall rise, 
And darken Heaven with human sacrifice ; 
But God the Avenger comes, — a judgment-day, 
A flood, shall sweep his enemies away. 
How few, whose eyes shall then have seen t 

— One righteous family, and only one, — 
Saved from that wreck of Natui'e, shall behold 
The new Creation rising from the old ! 

" 0, that the world of wickedness, destroy'd, 
Might live for ever without form and void I 
Or, that the earth,'to innocence restored, 
Might flourish as the garden of the Lord ! 
It will not be : — among the sons of men. 
The Gianf^Spirit shall go forth again. 
From clime to clime shall kindle murderous rage, 
And spread the plagues of sin from age to age ; 
Yet shall the God of mercy, from above. 
Extend the golden sceptre of his love. 
And win the rebels to his righteous sway. 
Till every mouth confess, and heart obey. 

" Amidst the visions of ascending years. 
What mighty Chief, what Conqueror appears ; * 
' Isa, iKiii. 1-6. 
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His giirmeiita roll'd in blood, his eyes of flame, 
And on liis thigh the unutterable name ? * 
— ' T is 1 that bring deliverance : strong to save, 
I pluck'd the pi-ey from death, and spoil'd tlie gi'ave.' 
— "Wherefore, Warrior! are thy gannents red, 
Like those whose feet amidst the vint^e tread ? 
— ' I trod the wine-press of the field alone ; 
I look'd around for succor ; there was none ; 
Therefore my wrath sustain'd me while I fought, 
And mine own arm my Saints' salvation wrought. 
— Thus may thine arm for evermore prevail ; 
Thus may thy foes, Lord I for ever fail; 
Captive by thee captivity be led ; 
Seed of the woman ! brube the serpent's head ; 
Redeemer ! promised since the world began. 
Bow the high heavens, ajid condescend to man. 

" Hail to the Day-spring ; dawning from afar, 
Bright in the east I see tus natal star : 
Prisoners of hope ! lift up your joyful eyes ! 
Welcome the King of Glory Irom the skies; 
Who is the King of Glory ? — Mark his birth : 
In deep humility he stoops to earth, 
Assumes a Servant's form, a Pilgrim's lot. 
Comes to his own, his own receive him not. 
Though angel-choirs his peaceful advent greet. 
And Gentile sages worship at his feet. 

" Fair as that sovereign Plant, whose scions shoot. 
With healing verdui-e, and immortal fruit, 



»i..,Goo^lf 



CANTO V, Till': WOKLU Blil'OItii THE ri^oou. 73 

The Tree of Life, beside the stream tliat laves 
Tli(! /icids of Paradise witli gladdening waves ; 
Eebold him rise from infancy to youth, 
The Father's image, full of gi'ace and truth ; 
Tried, tempted, proved in secret, till tlie horn'. 
When, girt with meekness, but an'sy'd with power, 
Forth in the spirit of the Lord, at length. 
Like the sun sliiaing in meridian strength, 
He goes : — to preach good tidings to the poor ; 
To heal the wounds that nature cannot cure ; 
To bind the broken-hearted ; to control 
Disease and death ; to raise the sinking soul : 
Unbar the dungeon, set the captive free. 
Proclaim tlie joyous year of liberty. 
And from the depth of undiscover'd night, 
Bring life and immortality to light. 

" How beauteous on the mountaioB are tliy feef, 
Thy form how comely, and thy voice how sweet. 
Son of tlie Highest ! — Who can tell thy fame ? 
The Deaf shall hear it while the Dumb proclium ? 
Now bid the Blind behold their Saviour's light, 
Tlie Lame go forth rejoicing in their might ; 
' Cleanse with a touch you kneeling Leper's skin ; 
Cheer this pale Penitent, forgive her sin; 
0, for that Mothei's faith, her Daughter spare ; 
K«stoi-e tlie Maniac to a Father's pi-ayer ; 
Pity the tears those mournful Sisters shed, 
And Be the Eesurebction of the Dead I . 
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" Wliat scene is this ? — Amidst involving gloom 
Tlie moonlight lingers on a lonely tomb ; 
No noise disturbs tlie garden's liaUow'd bound, 
But the watch walking on their midnight round : 
Ah 1 who lies hei-e, with mavr'd and bloodless mien, 
In whom no form or comeliness is seen ; 
His livid limbs with nails and scourges torn, 
TTia aide ti'anapierced, his temples wreathed with 

'Tis He, the Man of Sorrows ! He who boi-e 
Our sins and chastisement : — His toils are o'er ; 
On earth erewhile a suffering hfe he led, 
Here hath he found a place to lay his head ; 
Eani'd with transgressors he resign'd his bi'eath, 
But with the rich he made his bed in death. 
Sweet is the grave, where Angels watch and weep ; 
Sweet is the grave, and sanctified his sleep ; 
Rest, my spirit 1 by this martyr'd form, 
This wreck, that sunk beneath the Almighty storm. 
When floods of wrath that weigh'd the world to heU, 
On him aione, in righteous vengeance fell ; 
While men derided, demons urged his woes, 
And Glod foreook hum, — till the awful close ; 
Then, in triumphant agony, he cried, 
— ' 'T is finish'd ! ' — bow'd his sacred head, and died. 
Death, as he struck that noblest victim, found 
His sting was lost for ever in the wound ; 
The Grave, that holds his coise, her richest prize. 
Shall yield him back, victorious, to the skies. 
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He lives ; ye bars of steel ! ye gates of brass ! 
Give way and let the King of Glory pass ; — 
He Kres : ye golden portals of the spheres ! 
Open, the Sun of Righteousness appears. 
But, ah ! my spirit faints beneath the blaze, 
That breaks, and brightens o'er the latter days, 
"When every tongue his trophies shall proclaim. 
And every knee shall worship at liis name ; 
For He shall reign with undivided power, 
To Earth's last bounds, to Nature's final hour. 

"'Tis done; — again the conquering Chief ap- 

In the dread vision of dissolving years ; 

His vesture dipp'd in blood, his eyes of flame, 

Tlie WoKD OF God his everlasting name ; * 

Throned in mid-heaven, with clouds of glory spread. 

He sits in judgment on the quick and dead ; 

Strong to deliver ; Saints ! your songs prepare ; 

Kush from your tombs to meet him in tlie air : 

But terrible in vengeance ; Sinners ! bow f 

Your haughty heads, the grave protects not now : 

He who alone in mortal conflict trod 

The mighty wine-press of the wrath of God, 

Shall fill fte cup of trembling to his foes. 

The unmingled cup of inexhausted woes ; 

The proud shall drink it in that dreadful day, 

While Earth dissolves, and Heaven is roU'd away." 

■ Rev. six. 13. t Judi; 14-16. 
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Here ceased the Prophet ; — from the altav broke 
The last dim wi'eaths of flre-illumined smoke ; 
Darkness had M'n around ; but o'er the streams 
The Moon, new-rU'n, diffused her brightening beams ; 
Homeward, with tears, the worshippers return'd. 
Yet while Ihcy wept their hearts witliin them burn'd. 
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CANTO SIXTH. 



Jacan'e eeamd Men)ie.«i wilh ZiUah, Be miiti Hu vccrioui DweC- 
mgtscaUered tiTmighoHt the dim, asid in fte Ei>em«ff (%< to 
kii Harp, aiaidil the ameailed Tnhabitioiii : — Addivai to Tm~ 
Hgkl! Juiai'j Soagqf Sie CreaSoa: the Pomr of Music exem- 
plified. 

Spent with the toils of that eventful day, 
All night in dreamless sluiiiher Javan lay ; 
But early springing from his bed of leaves. 
Waked by the songs of swallows on the eaves, 
From Enoch's cottage, in the cool grey hour. 
He wander'd forth to Zillah's woodland bower ; 
There, in his former covert, on the ground. 
The frame of bis forsaken harp he found : 
He smote the boss ; the convex orb nnstrimg, 
Instant with sweet reverberation rung : 
The minstrel smiled, at that sonorous stroke. 
To find the spell of harmony unbroke ; 
Trickling with dew, he bore it to the cell ; 
There, aa with leaves he dried the sculptured shell. 
He thought of Zilkh, and resolved too late 
To plead his constancy, and know his fate. 

She from the hour, when, in a pilgrim's g«ise, 
Javan retum'd, — a stranger lo her eyes, 
Not to her heart, — from anguish knew no rest, 
Love, pride, resentment, struggling in her breast. 
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All day she strove to hide her misery, 

In vain : — a mother's eye is quick to see, 

Slow to rebuke a daughter's bashful fears, 

And Zillah's mofher only chid with tears ; 

Night came, hut Javan eame not with the night; 

L^ht vanish'd, Hope departed with the light ; 

Her lonely couch conceal'd her sleepless woes, 

But with the morning star the maiden rose. 

The soft reft'eehing breeze, the orient beams. 

The dew, the mist unrolling from the streams, 

The light, the joy, the music of the hour, 

Stole on her spirit with resistless power, 

With healing sweetness soofh'd her fever'd brain, 

And woke the puLse of tenderness again. 

Thus while she wander'd, with uneonscioos feet, 

Absent in thought she reach'd her sylvan seat : 

The youth descried her not amidst the wood, 

Till, like a vision, at his side she stood. 

Their eyes encounter'd ; both at once exclaim'd, 

" Javan I " and " Ztllah ! " — each the other named ; 

Those sounds were life or death to either heart ; 

He rose ; she turn'd in terror to depart ; 

He caught her hand : — " do not, do not flee I " 

— It was a moment of eternity. 

And now or never must he plight his vow, 

"Win or ^jandoa her for ever now. 

" Stay : — ■ hear me, Zillah ! — every power above, 
Heaven, earth, thyself, bear witness to my love ! 
Thee have I loved from earliest infancy, 
Loved with siipreme affection only thee. 
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Long in these shades my timid passion grew, 
Tiu-oiigh every change, iu every trial true ; 
I loved thee through the world in dumb despair, 
Loved thee, that I might love no other fair ; 
Guilty, yet faithful still, to thee I fly, 
Receive me, love me, Zillah ! or I die." 

Thus Javan's lips, so long in silence aeal'd, 
"With sudden vehemence his soul reveal'd ; 
Zillah meanwhile recover'd power to speak, 
■While deadly paleness overcast her eheek : 
— " Say not, ' I love thee 1 ' — "Witness every tree 
Around this bower, thy cruel scorn of me I 
Could Javan love me through the world, yet leave 
Her whom he loved, for hopeless years, to grieve ? 
Eeturnmg, could he find her here alone, 
Yet pass her by, unknowing, aa unknown ? 
All day was she forsaken, or forgot? 
Did Javan seek her at her father's cot? 
That cot of old so much his soul's dehght, 
Hia mother's seem'd not faii'er in his sight : 
No : Javan mocks me ; none could love so well, 
So long, so painfully, — and never tell." 

" Love owns no law," rejoin'd the pleading youth, 
" Except obedience to eternal truth : 
Deep streams are silent ; from tie generous breast. 
The dearest feelings are the last eonfest : 
Erewhile I strove in vain to break my peace, 
How I could talk of love and never cea,se : 
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— Still had my trembling passion been eonccal'd; 
Still but in parables by stealth reyeal'd, 
Had aot thine instantaneous presence wrung, 
By swifi surprise, the secret from my tongue. 
Tet hath Affection, language of her own, 
And mine in every thing but words was shown ; 
In childhood, as the bird of nature free, 
My song was gladness, when I sung to thee : 
Li youth, whene'er I monm'd a bosom flame, 
And pra^d a m^den whom I durst not name, 
Couldst thou not then my hidden thought divine ? 
Didst thou not feel that I was wholly thine ? 
When for vain glory I forsook thee here. 
Dear as thou wert, unutterably dear, 
From virtue, truth, and iimocenee estranged. 
To thee, thee only, was my heart unchanged ; 
And as I loved without a hope before, 
Without a hope I loved thee yet the more. 
At length, when, weary of the ways of men, 
Eefuge I sought in this maternal glen. 
Thy sweet remembrance drew me from afar. 
And Zillah'a beauty was my leading star. 
Here when I found thee, fear itself grew bold, 
Methought my tale of love already told ; 
But soon thine eyes the dream of folly broke, 
And I from bliss, as they from slumber, woke ; 
My heart, my tongue, were chill'd to instant stone, 
I durst not speak thy name, nor give my own. 
When thou wert vanish'd, horror and affright 
Seized me, my sins uprose before my sight ; 
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Lite fiends they rush'd upon me ; but Despair 
Wrung from expiring Faith a broken prayer ; 
Strength came ; the path to Enoch's bower 1 trod ; 
He saw me, met me, led me bacit to God. 

Zillah I while I sought my Maker's grace, 
And flesh and spirit fail'd before His face, 
Thy tempting image from my bi-east I drove, 
It was no season then for earthly love." 

" For earthly love it is no season now," 
Exelaim'd the maiden with reproachfiil brow. 
And eyes through tears of tenderness that shone, 
And voice, half peace, half anger, in its tone : 
" Freely thy past unkindness I for^ve ; 
Content to pemh here, so Javan live ; 
The tyrant's menace to our tribe we know ; 
The Patriarchs never seek, nor shun a foe ; 
Thou, while thou mayst, from swift destruction fly; 

1 and my father's house resolve to die." 

" With thee and with thy father's house, to bear 
Death or captivity, is Javan's prayer; 
Remorse for ever be the recreanlfs lot ; 
If I forsake thee now, I love thee not." 

Thus while he vow'd, a gentle answer sprung 
To Zillah's lips, but died upon her tongue ; 
Trembling slie tum'd, and hasten'd to the rock 
Beyond those woods, that hid her folded flock. 
Whose bleatinga reach'd her ear, with loud complaint 
Of her delay ; she loosed them from i-estraint j 
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Then bounding headlong forth, with anfjc glee, 
They roam'd in all the joy of liberty. 
Javan beside her walk'd as ia a dream, 
Nor more of love renew'd the fruitless theme. 

Forthwith from home, to home, thioughout tie 
glen, 
The friends whom once he knew he sought agaia ; 
Each hail'd the etranger welcome at hia hoard. 
As lost but found, as dead to life restored. 
From Eden's camp no tidings came ; the day 
In awful expectation pass'd away. 
At eve his harp the fond enthusiast strung. 
On Adam's moiinf, and to the Patriarchs sung; 
While youth and age, an eager throng, admire 
The mingling music of the voice and lyre. 

" I loye thee. Twilight ! as thy shadows roll, 
The calm of evening steals upon my soul. 
Sublimely tender, solemnly serene, 
Still as the hour, enchanting as the scene. 
I love thee, Twilight! for thy gleams impart 
Their dear, their dying influence to my heart. 
When o'er the harp of thought thy passing wind 
Awakens all the music of the mind. 
And Joy and Sorrow, as the spirit bums, 
And Hope and Memory sweep the chords by turns, 
While Contemplation, on seraphic wings, 
Mounts with the flame of sacrifice, and sings. 
Twilight ! I love thee ; let thy glooms increase 
Till every feeling, every poise is peace : 
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Slow from the sky the light of day declines. 
Clearer within the dawn of glory shines, 
Eevealiag, in the hour of Nature's rest, 
A world of wonders in the poet's breast : 
Deeper, Twihght I then tliy shadows roll, 
An awful vision opens on my soul. 

" On such an evening, so divinely calm, 
The woods all melody, the breeses balm, 
Down in a vale, where lucid waters stray'd, 
And mountain-cedars stretcli'd their downward, shade, 
Jubal, the Prince of Song (in youth unknown), 
Betired to commune with his harp alone ; 
For still he nursed it, like a secret thought, 
Long cherish'd and to late perfection wrought ; — 
And BtiD with cunning hand, and curious ear, 
Enrich'd, ennobled, and enlai^ed its sphere. 
Till he had compass'd, in that m^ic round, 
A soul of harmony, a heaven of sound. 
Then sang the minstrel, in his laurel bower. 
Of Nature's origin, and music's power. 
— ' He spake, and it was done ; — Eternal Night, 
At God's command, awaken'd into light ; 
He call'd the elements, Earth, Ocean, Air, 
He caU'd them when they were not, and they were ; 
He look'd through space, and kindling o'er the sky. 
Sun, moon, and stare, came forth to meet his eye : 
His spirit moved upon the desert earth. 
And sudden hfe through aU thuigs swarm'd to birth ; 
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Man from the dust he raised to rule the whole ; 

He breathed, and man became a living soul : 

Through Eden's groves the Loi-d of Nature trod, 

Upright and pure, the image of his God. 

Thus were the heavens and all their host diapla/d, 

In wisdom thus were earth's foundations Imd ; 

The glorious scene a holy sabbath closed ; 

Amidst his works the Omnipoteot reposed ; 

And while he view'd, and bless'd them from his seat, 

All worlds, all beings worshipp'd at his feet ; 

The morning stars in choral concert sang, 

The rolling deep with hallelujahs rang, 

Adoring angels from their orhs rejoice, 

The voice of music was Creation's voice. 

" ' Alone along the lyre of Nature sigh'd 
Tlie master-chord, to which no chord i-eplied: 
For Man, while bliss and beauty veign'd around, 
For Man aloae, no fellowship was found. 
No fond companion, in whose dearer breast 
His heart, repining in his own, might rest ; 
For, horn to love, the heart delights to roam, 
A kindred bosom is its happiest home. 
On earth's green lap, the Father of mankind, 
In mild dejection, thoughtfully rechned ; 
Sofl o'er his eyes a sealing slumber crept. 
And Fancy soothed him while Eeflection slept. 
Then GJod — who thus would make his counsel known, 
Counsel that will'd not man to dwell alone — 
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Created Woman with a smile of grace. 
And left fhe smile that made her on her face. 
The Patriarch's eyelids open'd on his bride, 
— The morn of beauty risen from his side ! 
He gazed with new-bom rapture on her chwms, 
And Love's first whispers woo her to his arms, 
Then, tuned through all the chords supremely 

sweet. 
Exulting nature found her lyre complete, 
And from the key of each harmonious sphere, 
Struck music worthy of her Maker's ear.' 

" Here Jubal paused ; for grim before him lay, 
Coucli'd like a lion walehing for his prey. 
With blood-i-ed eye of fascinating fire, 
Fix'd, like the gazing serpent's, on the lyre, 
An awful form, tliat through the gloom appear'd, 
Half brute, half human j whose terrific beai-d, 
And hoary flakes of long dishevell'd hair. 
Like eagle's plumage, raffled by tlie air, 
Veil'd a sad wreck of grandeur and of grace, 
Limbs worn and wounded, a majestic face, 
Deep-plough'd by Time, and ghastly pale with woes, 
That goaded till remorse to madness rose ; 
Haunted by phantoais, he had fled his home. 
With savage beasts in solitude to i-oam ; 
Wild as file waves, and wandering as Ihe wind, 
No art could tame him, and no cliains could bind: 
Ali'cady seven disastrous years had shed 
Mildew and blast on his unshelter'd head i 
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His brain was smitten by tbe sun at noon, 
His heart was witlier'd by tbe culd uigbt-moon, 

" T was Cain, tbe sire of nations : — ■ Jubal itiiew 
His kindred looks, and tremblingly witlidrew ; 
He, darting like the blaze of suddea hre, 
Leap'd o'er the space between, and graisp'd the lyre! 
Sooner with life the struggling bard would part. 
And ere the fiend could tear it from his heart. 
He hurl'd his hand with one tremendous stroke. 
O'er all the strings ; whence in a whirlwind broke 
Such tones of terror, dissonance, despair, 
As iJU tliat hour had never jarr'd in air. 
Astonish'd into marble at the shock, 
Backward stood Cdn, unconscious as a rock, 
Cold, breathless, motionless through all bis frame ; 
But soon his vis^e quieken'd into flame. 
When Jubal's hand the crashing jai^on changed 
To melting harmony, and nimbly ranged 
From chord to chord, ascending sweet and clear, 
Then rolling down in thunder on the ear ; 
With power the pulse of anguish to restrwn, 
And charm the evil spirit from the brain. 



" Slowly recovering from that trance profound, 
Bewilder'd, touch'd, trMisported with the sound, 
Cain view'd himself, the bard, the earth, tbe sky, 
While wonder flash'd and faded in his eye. 
And reason, by alternate frenzy croat, 
Wow seem'd restored, and now for ever lost. 
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So shines the moon, hy glimpses, through her shrouds, 

"When windy Darkness rides upon the clouds. 

Till through the blue, serene, and silent night, 

She reigns in full ti'anquillity of light 

Jubal, with eager hope, beheld the chase 

Of strange emotions hurrying o'er his fece, 

And waked his noblest numbers to control 

The tide and tempest of the maniac's soul ; 

Through many a maze of melody they flew, 

They rose like incense, tliey distill'd lite dew, 

Pour'd throagh the sufFei-ei-'a breast delicious balm. 

And sooth'd remembrance till remoi-se gi-ew calm, 

Till Cain foreook the sohtary -wild, 

Led by the minstrel like a weaned child. 

! had yoH seen him to his home restored. 

How young and old ran forth to meet their lord ; 

How friends and kindred on his neck did fall. 

Weeping aloud, while Csun outwept them all : 

But hush I — thenceforwai-d when recoiling care 

JLower'd on his brow, and sadden'd to despair. 

The lyre of Jubal, with divinest ai-t, 

Repell'd the demon, and revived Uis heart. 

Thus Song, the breath of heaven, had power to 

In chains of liarmony the mightiest mind ; 
Thus Music's empire in the soul began, 
The first-born Poet ruled the fii-st-horn Man." 

While Javan sang, the shadows fell around, 
The moving glow-worm, brighten'd on the gi-oiiiid: 
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He ceased : the mute aaseaiblj' rose in tears ; 
Delight and wonder were diastised with tears ; 
That heavenly harmony, unheai'd before, 
Awoke the feeling, — - " Who sLaU hear it more ? " 
The Sim had set in glory on their sight. 
For them in. vain might mom restore the light ; 
Though self-devoted, through each mortal frame, 
At thought of Death, a cold sick shuddering came, 
Nature's infirmity ; — but faith, was ^ven, 
The flame that lifts fJie sacrifice to heaven : 
Through doubt and darkness thea beyond the skies, 
Eternal prospects open'd ob their eyes ; 
Already seem'd the immortal spirit free, 
And Death was swallow'd up in victory. 



END OF CANTO VI. 
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TliB Palriarths a«d Ikeir FamiUes carried amny wplive by <t Be- 
■ iaclmmt feoai Ike Army if Bie Iniaders. The Tiimi nf Miel ; 
Ms Murder by Otin iktcribed. The Ocijin of the OiuiUs : Ihe 
Infaficy and earii/ AdeaUwea of their Kmg : Hie Leadi^ of 
titeirHost encampedin Eden. 

The flocks and lieids ihroughout Che glen reposed ; 
No human eyelid there in slumber closed ; 
None, save the infant's on the mother's breust ; — 
With arms of love caressiDg and carest, 
She, while her elder offspring round her climg, 
Esich eye intent on hers, and mute each tongue, 
The voice of Death in every murmur heard, 
And felt hb touch in every limh that sliiT'd. 

At midnight, down tlie forest liills, a train 
Of eager warriors from the host of Cain, 
Bui^t on the stillness of the scene : — they spread 
In bands, to clutch the victims ere they fled ; 
Of flight unmindful, ai their summons, rose 
Those victims, meekly yielding to tlieir foes ; 
Though woman wept to leave her home behind, 
The weak were comforted, the strong resign'd, 
And ere the moon descending o'er the vale. 
Grew, at the bright approach of morning, pale, 
Collected thus, the patriarchal clan, 
With strengthen'd confidence, their march began. 
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Since not in ashes were their dwellings laid, 

And death, though threaten'd still, was still delay'd, 

Struck with their fearless innocence, they saw 

Their fierce assmlants check'd with sacred awe ; 

Tlie foe bectime a phalanx of defence, 

And brought fhem, like a guard of Angels, thaice. 

A yista-path, that through the forest led, 

(By Javan shunn'd when from the camp he fled,) 

The pilgrims fxack'd IJU on the mooniain's height 

They met the sun new risen, in glorious light ; 

Impurpled mists along the landscape roll'd, 

And all the orient flamed with clouds of gold. 

Here, while they htdted, on their knees they nuse 
To God the eacrilice of prayer and praise : 
— " Glory to Thee, for eveiy blessing shed. 
In days of peace, on our protected head ; 
Glory to Thee, for fortitude to bear 
The wrath of man, rejoicing o'er despair; 
Glory to Thee, whatever ill befall. 
For faith on thy victorious name to call ; 
Thine own eternal purposes fulfil ; 
We come, O God ! to suffer all thy will." 

Refresh'd and rested, on their course they went, 
Ere the clouds melted from the firmament ; 
Odors abroad the winds of morning bi-eathe. 
And fresh with dew the herbage sprang beneath; 
Down fi'om the hills, that gently sloped away 
To the broad river shining into day, 
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They pass'd, along the briuk the path they kept, 
Where high aloof o'ei'arching willows wept. 
Whose silvery foliage glisten'd in the beam, 
And floating shadows fringed the chequei-'d stream. 

Adjacent rose a myrtle-planted mound, 
Whose epiry top, a granite fragment crown'd ; 
Tinctured with many-color'd moss, the stone. 
Rich as a cloud of summer-evening, shone 
Amidst encircling verdure, that ai'i'ay'd 
The beauteous hillock with a cope of shade. 

" Javan ! " saj J Enoch, " on this spot began 
The fatal curse ; — man perish'd here by man ; 
The earliest death a son of Adam died 
Was murder, and that mui-dor fratricide ! 
Here Abel fell a corse along this shore ; 
. Here Cain's recoiling footsteps reek'd with gore : 
Horror upraised his locks, unloosed his knees ; 
He heard a voice ; he hid among the trees : 
— 'Where is thy broUier?' — From ilie whirlwind 

The voice of God, amidst enfoMing flame : 
— ' Am I my brother's keeper ? ' — hoarse and low, 
Cain mutter'd from the copse, — ' that I should know ? ' 
— ' What hast thOu done ? — For vengeance to the 

skies, 
Lo ! from ilie dust the blood of Abel ci'les : 
Curst from the earth that drank his blood, with toil 
Thine bund shall plough in vain her barren soil ; 
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An exile and a wanderer tbou slialt be ; 

A brofher's eye sball never look on lliee,' — 

" Tlie shuddei-ing culprit answer'd in despair, 
— 'Greater Ihe punishment tium flesb can bear.' 
— ' Yet filialt Uiou bear it ; on thy brow reveal'd, 
Thus be tliy aentence and tliy safeguard seaJ'd.' 
Silejilly, swiftly as Ihe lightning's blast, 
A hand of fire athwart his temples pass'd : 
He ran, as in the terror of a dream, 
To quench his burning anguish in the stream ; 
But bending o'er the brink, tke swelling wave 
Back to the eye his branded visage gave; 
As soon on murder'd Abel durst lie look ; 
Yet power to fly his palsied limbs forsook ; 
There tum'd to stone for his presumptuous crime, 
A monument of wrath to latest time. 
Might Cain have stood ; but Merey raised his head 
In prayer for help, — his sirength return'd, — he fled. 
That mound of myrtles o'er their favorite cbld, 
Eve planted, and the hand of Adam piled j 
Yon mossy stone, above hia ashes raised, 
His altar onco, with Abel's offering blazed. 
When God well pleased beheld the ilanies arise, 
And smiled acceptance on the sacrifice." 

Enoch to Javan, walking at his side, 
Thus held discourse apart; the youth replied; 
" Relieved from toil, though Cain is gone to rest. 
And the turf flowers on his disburden'd breast, 
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Amongst his race the murdering spirit reigns, 
But. riots fiercest in the giants' veins. 

— Sprung from false leagues, when monstrous love 

corahined 
The sons of God and daughters of manldnd, 
Self-styled the progeny of heaven and earth, 
Eden flrat gave the world's oppressors hirth; 
Thence far away, beneath the rising moon, 
Or ivhere the shadow vanishes at noon, 
The adulterous mothers from the sires withdrew : 

— Nui-st in luxuriant climes their ofisprjng grew ; 
Till, as in stature o'er mankind they tower'd, 
And giant strength all mortal strength o'erpower'd, 
To heaven the proud hlasphemers raised their eyes, 
And scom'd the tardy vengeance of the skies; 

On earth invincible, tliey sternly broke 

Love's willing bonds, and Nature's kindred yoke. 

Mad for dominion, with remorseless sway, 

Compell'd their reptile-brethren to obey. 

And doom'd their human herds, with thankless toil. 

Like brutes, to grow and perish on the soil, 

Their sole inheritance, through lingering years. 

The bread of misery and the cup of teare. 

The tasks of oxen, with (he hire of slaves, 

Dishonor'd lives, and desecrated graves. 

" When war, that self-inflicted scourge of man. 
His boldest crime and bitterest curse, — began. ; 
As lions fierce, as foreslnjedars tall, 
And terrible as torrents, in their fell, 
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Headlong from i-ocks, tliroiigli vales and vineyards 

These men of prey laid waste tlie eastern woiid ; 

They taught their tributary hoi-dea to wield 

The sword, red-flanung, through the death-strown 

field, 
"With strenuous arm the uprooted rock to throw, 
Glance the light arrow from the hounding bow, 
Whfrl the broad shield to meet the darted stroke. 
And stand to combat, like the imyielding oak. 
Then eye from eye with fell suspicion lum'd, 
In kindred breasts unnatural hatred bum'd ; 
Brother met brother ia the lists of strife. 
The son lay lurking for the father's life ; 
With rabid instinct, men who never knew 
Each other's face before, each other slew ; 
All tribes, all nations leam'd the fatal art. 
And every hand was arm'd to pierce a heart 
Nor man alone the giants' might subdued ; 
— The camel, weao'd from quiet solitude, 
Graced round their camps, or slow along the road. 
Midst marching legions bore the servile load. 
"With flying forelock and dishevell'd mane, 
Tliey caught the wild steed prancing o'er the plain, 
For war or pastime rein'd his fiery force ; 
Fleet as the wind he stretch'd along the course. 
Or loudly neighing at the trumpet's sound. 
With hoofs of thunder smote the indented ground. 
The enormous elephant obey'd their will, 
And, famed to cruelty with direst skill, 
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Eoai''d for the battle, when he felt the goaii, 
And his proud lord his sinewy neck bestrode, 
Through crashing I'anks resistless havoc bore, 
And writhed his trunk, and bathed his tusks in gore. 

"Thus while the ^antfl trampled friends and foes, 
Amongst their tribe a mighty chieftain rose ; 
His birth myaferious, but ti-aditions tell 
What strauge events bis infancy befell. 

"A goatherd fed Iiis flock on many a steep, 
Where Eden's rivers swell the southern deep j 
A melancholy man, who dwelt alone, 
Tet far abroad his evil feme was known. 
The first of woman born, that might presume 
To wake the dead bones mouldering in the tomb, 
And, from the gulf of uncreated night, 
Call phantoms of futurity to lighL 
"T was said his voice could stay the falling flood, 
Eclipse the sun, and turn the moon to blood, 
Eoll back tlie planets on their golden cars, 
And from the firmament unfix the stars. 
Spirits of fire and air, of sea and land, 
Came at bis call, and flew at hia command ; 
His spella ao potent, that his changing breath 
Open'd or shut the gates of life and death. 
O'er Nature's powers he claim'd supreme control, 
And held communion with all Nature's soul: 
The name and place of every herb he knew. 
Its healing balsam, or pernicious dew : 
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Tlie meanest reptile, and the noblest birth 
Of ocean's caverns, or the living earth, 
Obey'd hia mandate ; — lord of all the rest, 
Man more than all his hidden art confess'd, 
Cringed to his iaee, consulted, and revered 
His oracles, — detested him and fear'd. 

, " Once by the river, in a waking dream. 
He stood to watch the evei--iTinning stream, 
In which, reflected upward to hia eyes. 
He giddily loolt'd down upon the skies, 
For thus he feign'd in his ecstatic mood, 
To summon divination from the flood. 
ffis steady view, a floating object cross'd ; 
His eye pursued it till the sight was lost, — 
An outcast infant in a fragile bark ! 
The river whirl'd the willow-woven ark 
Down tow'rds the deep ; the tide returning bore 
The little voyager unharm'd to shore : 
Him in his eradle-ship securely bound 
With swathing skins at eve the goatherd found. 
Kurst by that foster-sire, austere and rude, 
Midst rocks and glens, in savage solitude, 
Among the kids, the rescued foundling grew. 
Nutrition from whose shaggy dams he drew, 
Till baby-curls his broader temples ci'own'd. 
And torrid suns his flexile limbs embrown'd : 
Then as he sprang from green to floi-id age. 
And rose to giant-stature, stage by st;ige. 
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He roam'd the ralleys with his browsiug flock, 

And leap'd in joy of youth from rock to rock ; 

Climb'd the sharp precipice's steepest breast. 

To seize the eagle brooding on her nest, 

And rent his way through matted woods, to t«ar 

The skulking panther from his hidden lair. 

A trodden serpent, horrible smd vast. 

Sprang on the heedless rover as he pass'd ; 

Limb lock'd o'er limb, with many a straightening 

fold 
Of orbs inextricably involved, he roU'd 
On earth in vengeance, broke the twisted toils, 
Sfrangled the hissing fiend, and wore the spoils. 
With hardy exercise, and cruel art, 
To nerve the frame, and petrify the heart, 
The wizard train'd his pupil, from a span, 
To thrice the bulk and majesty of man. 
His limbs were sinewy strength ; commaading grace, 
And dauntless spirit sparkled in his face ; 
His arm could pluck the Uon from his prey, 
And hold the hom'd rhinoceros at bay ; 
His feet o'er liighest hills pursue the hind, 
Or tire the ostrich buoyant on the wind. 

" Tet 't waa the stripling's chief delight to brave 
The river's wrath, and wrestle with the wave ; 
When torrent rains had swoln the furious (ide. 
Light on the foamy surge he loved to ride ; 
When calm and clear the stream was wont to flow, 
Fearless he dived to search the caves below. 
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J£ia childliood'a story, often told, had wrought 
Suljlimest hopes in Lis aspiring tliought. 
- — ■ Once on a cedar, from its mountain-throne 
Pluckt by the tempest, forth he sail'd alone, 
And reach'd the gulf; — with eye of eager fire, 
And flushing cheek, he watch'd tlie shores retire. 
Till aky and water wide ai'ound were spread ; 
— Straight to the sun he thought his voyage led. 
With, shouts of transport hail'd its setting Ught, 
And follow'd all the long and lonely night ; 
JBut ere the morning-star expired, he found 
■His stranded bark once more on earthly ground. 
Tears, wrung from secret shame, suffused his eyes. 
When in the east he saw the sun arise ; 
Pride quickly check'd them — young ambition bum'd 
For bolder enterprise, as he return'd. 

"Through snares and deaths pursuing fame and 
power. 
He scorn'd his flock from that adventurous hour, 
And, leagued with monsters of congenial birth, 
Began to scourge and subjugate the earth. 
Meanwhile the sons of Cain, who till'd the soil. 
By noble arts had leam'd to lighten toil ; 
"Wisely their scatter'd knowledge he combined ; 
Yet had an hundred years matured his mind, ' 
Ere with the strength that laid the forest low, 
And skin that made the iron furnace glow. 
His genius launch'd the keel, and sway'd the helm, 
(His throne and soeptre on the watery realm,) 
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Whili! from the tent of his expanded sail, 
He eyed the heavens and flew before the gale, 
The first of men whose courage knew to guide 
The bounding vessel through the refluent tide. 
Then sware the giant, in his pride of soul, 
To range the universe from pole to pole, 
Rule the remotest nations with his nod, 
To live a hero, and to die a god. 

This is the king that wars in Eden : — now 
Fulfill'd at length he deems his early vow ; 
His foot hath over-run the world, — his hand 
Smitten to dust the pride of every land : 
The Patriarchs last, beneath his impious rod, 
He dooms to perish or abjure their God. 
— God of truth 1 rebuke the tyrant's rage. 
And save the remnant of thine heritage " 

When Javan ceased, they stood upon the height, 
Where first he rested on his lonely flight, 
Whence to the sacred mountain far away, 
The land of Eden in perspective lay. 
'Twas noons — they tarried there, till milder houre 
Woke with light airs the breath of evening flowers. 



> OP CANTO VII, 
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CAHTO EIGHTH. 

The &;ene chmtgei la a Mountam, on tlte Btimiiiit fifjekichy beneath 
the Shade of i(«<!t«n< Treei, the Gianit are aetembled roand iheir 
Emff. A mtalrel aingt Oie MoBarch't iVaiiM, and deecribee 
ihe Beitraclion of the BemtuiBt of Ihe Force of Ma Ihtemft, in 
on AsiJtalt, hff L(md and WateTf on their EncampmeiiSj betuieeii 
ike Forest on the easiem Plain of Eden nnd the Bwer (0 the 
West. The Captive Patriarch are preserUed before the King 
aadha Chiejiaitm. 

" There is a living spirit in llie Lyre, 
A breath of music and a aoul of fire ; 
It speaks a language, to the world unknown ; 
It speaks that language to the Biuv3 alone ; 
While warbled symphonies entrance his ears, 
Tliat spirit's voice in every tone he hears i 
T is his the mystic meaning to rehearse, 
To utter oracles in glowing vei-ae. 
Heroic themes froia age to age prolong, 
And make the dead in nature Jive in song, 
Though graven rocks the warrior's deeds proclaim, 
And mountains, hewn to statues, wear his name ; 
Though, shrined in adamant, his rehcs lie 
Beneath a pyramid that scales the sky ; 
All that the hand haih fashion'd shall decay ; 
AH that the eye admires shall pass away ; 
The mouldering rocks, the hero's hope shall fail, 
Earthquakes shall heave the mownfains to the vale, 
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The shrine of adamant betray its trust, 
And the pi-oud pyramid I'esolve to dust ; 
The Lyre alone iminortal fame secures, 
For Song alone through Nature's change endures ;— 
Transfused like life, from breast to breast it glows. 
From sire to son by sure sucMssion Sows, 
Speeds its tmceasing flight from clime to clime, 
Outstripping Death upon the wings of Time. 

" Sou! of the Lyre I whose magic power cai 

Inspiring visions of departed days ; — 

Or, with the glimpses of mysterious rhyme, 

Dawn on the dreams of unawakeu'd Time ; 

Soul of the Lyre ! instruct tliy bard to sing 

The latest triumph of the Giaat-king, 

"Who sees this day his orb of glory flU'd : 

— In what creative numbers shall I build, 

"With what exalted strains of music crown, 

His everlasting pillaj of renown ? 

Though, like the rainbow, by a wondrous birth, 

He sprang to light, the joy of heaven and earth ; 

Though, hke the rainbow, — for he cannot die, — 

His form shall pass unseen into the sky ; 

Say, shall the hero shai-e the eowai-d's lot, 

Vanish from earth ingloriously foi^t? 

No ! the divinity that rules the Lyre, 

And clothes these lips with eloquence of fire, 

Commands the song to rise in quenchless flame. 

And light the world for ever with his fame." 
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Thus on a mount^n's venerable head, 
Where trees eoeva! with creation, spread 
Their massy-twiated branches, green and grey. 
Mature below, their fops in dry decay, 
A bard of Jubal's Uneage pi-oudly sung. 
Then stay'd awhile the raptures of his tougue : 
A shout of horrible applause, that rent 
The echoing hills and answering firmament, 
Burst from the Giants, — where in barbarous state, 
Flush'd with new wine, around their king they 

A chieftain each, who, on his brazen car, 
Had led an host of meaner men to war ; 
And now from recent fight on Eden's plain, 
Where feO their foes, in helpless conflict slain, 
Victoriously retum'd, beneath the trees 
They rest from toil, carousing at their ease. 

Adjacent, where the mountain's spacious breast 
Open'd in mry grandeur to the west, 
Huge piles of fragrant cedars, on the ground, 
As altars blazed, while victims bled around. 
To gods, whose worship vanish'd with the Flood, 
— Divinities of brass, and stone, and wood. 
By man himself in his own image made ; 
The fond creator to the creature pray'd ! 
And he, who from the forest or the rock 
Hew'd the rough mass, adored tlie shapcii block ! 
Then seem'd his flocks ignoble in his eyes, 
His choicest herds too mean for sacrifice, 
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He pour'd his brethren's blood upon the pyre, 
And pass'd his sons to demons through the fire. 

Exalted o'er the Taasal chiefe, behoH 
Their sovereign, east in Nature's mighlieat mould ; 
Beneath an oak, whose woven boughs display'd 
A verdant canopy of light and shade, 
Throned on a rook the Giant^king appears, 
In the full manhood of five hundred years ; 
His robe, the spoils of lions, by his might 
Dragg'd from their dens, or slain in chase or fight: 
His raven locks, unblanch'd by withering Time, 
Amply disheveird o'er his brow sublime ; 
His dark eyes, flush'd with restless radiance, gleam 
Like broken moonhght rippling on the stream. 
Grandeur of soul, which nothing might appall, 
And nothing satisfy if less than all, 
Had stamp'd upon his air, his form, his face, 
The character of calm wid awful grace ; 
But direst cruelty, by guile represf, 
Lurk'd in the dark volcano of his breast, 
Tn silence brooding, like the secret power 
That springs the earthquake at the midnight hour. 

From Eden's summit, with obdurate pride, 
Red from afar, the battle-scene he eyed, 
Where late he crush'd, wi:h one remorseless blow, 
The remnant of his last and noblest foe ; 
At hand he view'd the trophies of his toils, 
Herds, flocks, and steeds, the world's collected spoils ; 
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Below, his legions march'd in war array, 
XJnstain'd with blood in tliat unequal fray : 

— An hundred tribes, whose sons their arnis had borne 
Without contention, from the field at mom, 

Their bands dividing, when the fight was won, 
Darken'd the region tow'rds the slanting sun, 
Like clouds, whose shadows o'er the landscape sail, 

— While to their camp, that flll'd the northern 

A waving sea of tents, immensely spread, 
The trumpet summon'd, and the banners led. 
"With these a train of captives, sad and slow, 
Moved to a death of shame, or life of woe, 
A death on altars hateful to the skies. 
Or life in chains, a slower sacrifice. 
Fair smiled the face of Nature ; ^ all serene 
And lovely. Evening tranquillized the scene ; 
The furies of the fight were gone to rest, 
"The cloudless sun grew broader down the west, 
The hills beneath him melted from the sight, 
Eeceding through the heaven of purple light ; 
Along the plmn the maze of rivers roll'd. 
And verdant shadows gleam'd in waves of gold. 

Thus while the tyrant cast his haughty eye 
O'er the broad landscape and incumbent sky. 
His heart exulting whisper'd — " All is mine," 
And heard a voice from all things answer " Thine." 
Such was the matchless chief, whose name of yore 
Fill'd the wide world i — his name is known no more; 
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O that for ever from the rolls of fame, 

Iiike liiM, had pei'ish'd every conquei-or's name ! 

Tlien had mankind been spared, in after-times, 

Their greatest sufferings and their greatest crimes. 

The hero scoui^s not his age alone, 

His curse to late posterity is known : 

He slays his thousands with his living breath, 

His teuK of thousands by his fame in death. 

Achilles quench'd not all his wrath on Greece, 

Through Homer's song its miseries never cease; 

Like Phoebus' shafts, the bright contagion brings 

Plagues on die people for the feuds of kings. 

'Twas not in vain the son of Philip sigh'd 

For worlds to conquer, — o'er tlie western tide, 

His spirit, in the Spaniard's form, o'erthrew 

Realms, that the Macedoriian never Itnew. 

The steel of Brutus struck not Ciesar dead ; 

Ctesar in other lands btith rear'd his head. 

And fought, of friends and foes, on many a plain, 

His millions, captured, fugitive, and slain ; 

Tet seldom suffer'd, where his country died, 

A Roman vengeance for his parricide. 

The sun was sunk ; the eacriiiciaJ pyres 
From smouldering ashes breathed their last blue flres, 
The smiling star, that lights the world to rest, 
Walt'd in the rosy gardens of the west, 
Like Eve ereivhile through Eden's blooming bowers, 
A lovelier star amidst a heaven of flowers. 
Now in the freshness of the falling shade. 
Again the minstrel to the monarch play'd. 
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— "Where is the youth rcnown'd ? — the youth 

whose voice 
"Was wont lo make the listening camp rejoice, 
When to his harp, in many a peerless strain, 
He sang lie wonders of the Giant's reign ; 
where is Javan ? " — Thus the bard reiiew'd 
His lay, and with a rival's ti-ansport view'd 
The cloud of sudden anger, that o'ercame 
The tyrant's countenance, at Javan's name ; 
Javan, whose song was once his soul's deJighl, 
Now doom'd a tnutor recreant by his flight 
The envious minstrel smiled ; then boldly ran 
His prelude o'er the chords, and thus began: — 

" Twas on the morn that faithless Javan fled. 
To yonder plain the king of nalions led 
His countless hosts, and stretch'd their wide array 
Along the woods, within whose shelter lay 
The sons of Eden : * — these, with secret pride, 
In ambush thus the Invincible defied : 
— ' Girt with the forest wherefore should we fear ? 
The Giant's sword shall never reach us here ; 
Behind, the river roils its deep defence ; 
The Giant's hand ahaU never pluck us hence.' 
Vain boast of fools ! who to that hand prepare 
For their own lives the inevitable snare : 
His legions smote the standards of the wood. 
And with their prostrate strength controU'd the flood ; 
Lopt off their boughs, and jointed beam to beam, 
The pines and oaks wei'e launch'd upon the stream, 

* Viiie Caulo I. p la, and Caiilo III. p. 47. 
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An hundred rafts. — Tet still within a zone 
Of tangled coppices, — a waste, o'ergraivn 
With briars and thoma, — the dauntless victims lie, 
Soom to surrender, and prepare to die. 
The second sun went down ; the monarch's plan 
: the dire a^ault hegan. 



" Marshall'd by twilight, his obedient bands 
Engirt the wood, with torches in their hands ; 
The signal given, they shoot them through the air ; 
The blazing brands in rapid volleys glare, 
Descending tlirough the gloom with spangled lights 
As if the stars were ialling through the oight. 
Along the wither'd grass the wild-fire flew, 
Higher and hotter with obstruction grew ; 
The green wood hiss'd ; from crackling thickets broke 
Light glancing flame, and heavy rolling smoke ; 
Till all the breadth of forest seem'd to rise 
In raging conflagration fo the skies. 
Fresh o'er our heads the winds propitious blow, 
But roll the fierce combustion on the foe. 
Awhile they paused, of every hope bereft. 
Choice of destruction all their refuge left; 
If from the fiames they fied, behind them lay 
The river roaring to receive his prey ; 
If through the stream they sought the further sti'and. 
Our rafts were moor'd to meet them e'er they land ; 
"With triple death environ'd thus they stood. 
Till nearer peril drove them to the flood. 
Safe on a hill, where sweetest moonlight slept. 
As o'er the changing scene my watch I kept, 
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I heard their shrieks of agony ; I hear 
Those shrieks still ring m my tormented ear ; 
I sfiw them leap the guif with headlong fright ; 
that mine eyes could now forget that sight 1 
Tliey sank in multitude; but, prompt to save, 
Our warriors snatch'd the stragglers from the wave, 
And on their rafts a noble harvest bore 
Of rescued heroes, captive, to tiie shore, 

"One little troop their lessening ground maintain'd 
Till space to perish in alone remain'd ; 
Then with a shout that rent the echoing air, 
More like the shout of victory than despair, 
Wedged in a solid phalanx, man by man, 
Right through the scorching wilderness they I'an, 
Where half extinct the smouldering fuel glow'd, 
And levell'd copses strew'd the open road. 
TJnhai'm'd as spirits while they seem'd to pass, 
Their lighted features flared like molten brass, 
Around the flames in writhing volumes spread. 
Thwarted their path, or mingled o'er their head ; 
Beneath their feet the fires to ashes tum'd. 
But in their wake with mountain fury bum'd. ■ 
Our host recoU'd from that amazing sight ; 
Scarcely the king himself restrain'd their flight ; 
He, with his chiefs, in brazen armor, stood 
Unmoved, to meet the maniacs from the wood. 
Dark as a thunder-cloud their phalanx came. 
But split like lightning into forms of flame; 
Soon as in purer air their heads they raised 
To taste the breath of Leaven, their garments blazed ; 
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Then blind, distracted, weaponlesB, yet flush'd 
With dreadful valor, on their foes they rush'd ; 
The Giants met them midway on the plain ; 
"T was but the struggle of a moment ; — slain, 
They fell ; tteir relics, to the flames retum'd. 
As offerings to the immortal gods were hum'd ; 
And never did the light of morning rise 
Upon the clouds of such a sacrifice." 

Abruptly here the minstrel ceased to sing. 
And every face was tum'd upon the king ; 
He, while the stoutest hearts recoil'd with fear. 
And Giants trembled their own deeds to hear, 
Unmoved aad unrelenting, in his mind 
Deeds of more impious enterprise design'd ; 
A dire conception labor'd in his breast ; 
His eye was sternly pointed to the west, 
"Where stood tlie moant of Paradise sublime, 
Whose guarded top, since man's presumptuous crime, 
By noon, a dusky cloud appear'd to rise. 
But blazed a beacon through nocturnal skies. 
As ^tna, view'd from ocean far away. 
Slumbers in blue revolving smoke by day, 
Tiil darkness, with temflc splendor, shows 
The eternal fires that crest the eternal sno^vs ; * 

• Sorge nel sen da la Sicilia aprioa 
Monte supetbo al eielo. 
CliB d' atro incendio incCronaki hk il ariac; 
Sparse il tergo b di neve, e fotta aniioa 
Lambe la jlammi il gielo, 
E tra diaoreti ardor duraii le brine. P. Thsti. 
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So where the chevubim in vision t«m'd 
Their flaming swords, tlie summit lower'd or biim'd.. 
And now conspicuoHS through the twilight gloom, 
The glancing beams the distant hills illume, 
And, as the shadows deepen o'er the ground, 
Scatter a red and wavering lustre round. 



Awhile the monarch, 1 
With jealous anger on the glory gazed ; 
Already had his arm in battle hurl'd 
His thundera round the subjugated world ; 
Lord of the nether universe, his pride 
"Was reiu'd, while Paradise his power defied. 
An upland isle, by meeting streams embraced, 
It lower'd to heaven amidst a sandy waste ; 
Below, impenetrable woods displayed 
Deptlis of mysterious solitude and shade ; 
Above, with adamantine bulwarks crown'd. 
Primeval rocks in hoary masses frown'd ; 
O'er all were seen the cherubim of light, 
Like pillar'd flames amidst the falling night ; 
So high it rose, so bright the mountain ehone. 
It seem'd the footstool of Jehovah's flirone. 

The Giant panted with intense desire 
To scale liose heights, and storm the walla of fire : 
His ardent soul, in ecstasy of thought, 
Even now witli Michael and his angels fought, 
And saw the seraphim, like meteors, driven 
Before his banners through the gates of heaven, 
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"WTiile he secure the glorious garden trod, 
And awa/d his sceptre fi-om the mouat of God. 

When Bwddenly the bard had ceased t« sing, 
While all the chieftains gaaed upon Iheir king, 
Whose changing looks a rising storm bespoke, 
Ere from his hps the dread explosion broke, 
The trumpets sounded, and before his face 
Were led the captives of the Patriarchs' race, 
— A lovely and a venerable band 
Of young and old, amidst their foes they stand ; 
TJnawed they see the fiery trial near ; 
They fear'd their God, and knew no other fear,* 

To light the dusky scene, resplendent fli-es. 
Of pine aod cedar, blazed in lofty pyres ; 
While from the east the moon with doubtful gleams 
Now tipt the hills, now glanced athwart the streams, 
Till, darijng through the clouds her beauteous eye. 
She open'd all (he temple of the sky ; 
The Giants, closing in a narrower ring, 
By turns stirvey'd the prisoners and the king. 
Javan stood forth; — to all the youth was known, 
And every eye was fix'd on him alone. 

• Je eroins Diau, cliev Abnev, ct ii'ai point d'autrc orainlf . 



I OF CANTO 1 
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CANTO NINTH. 

The ff%'B i)e(6™iino<!0B to sacrifice the Fatrian^ and Ihdr 
Fomilta Ui Us Demoa-Go'ls. Bis Sentence oa Javcm, Zillak'3 
Hiityeia. The Sorcerer pretend todeclare Ihn Secrel of the 
Birth of the King, tend pt-opases Ids Deifieation. Enoch appears. 

A SLKAM of joy, at that expected sight, 
Shot o'er the mooarch's brow with baleful light : 
" Behold," thought he, " the great decisive hour ; 
Ere morn, these sons of God shall prove my power: 
Offer'd by me their blood shall be the price 
Of demon-aid to conquer Paradise," 
Thus while he threalen'd, Javan eaught his view, 
And instantly his visage changed its hue ; 
Inflamed with rage past utterance, he frown'd, 
He gnash'd his teeth, and wildly glared around, 
Aa one who saw a spectre in the air. 
And durst not look upon it, nor forbear ; 
Still on the youth, his eye, wherever cast, ■ 
Abhorrently retum'd, and flx'd at last: 
" Slaves ! smite the traitor ; be his hmbs consign'd 
To flames, his ashes scatter'd to the wind ! " 
He cried in tones so vehement, so loud, 
Instinctively recoil'd the shuddering crowd ; 
And ere the guards to seize their victim rush'd. 
The youth was pleading, — every breath was hush'd ; 
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Pale, but undauntedly, he faced his foes ; 
"Warm as he spoke his kindling spirit i-ose ; 
Well pleased, on him the Patriarch-fathers smiled, 
And every mother loved him as her child. 

" Moaarch ! to thee no traitor, here I stand ; 
These are my brethren, this my native land ; 
My native land, by sword and fire consumed, 
My brethren captive, and to death foredoom'd ; 
To these indeed a rebel in my youth, 
A fugitive apostate from the truth. 
Too late repentant, I confess my crime. 
And mourn o'er lost irrevocable time. 
— When from thy camp by conscience urged to 



I plann'd no wrong, I laiA no snare for thee : 
Did I provoke these sons of innocence, 
Against thine arms, to rise in vain defence ? 
No i I conjured them, ere this threaten'd hour, 
la sheltoring forests to escape thy power ; 
Pirm io their rectitude, they scom'd to fly ; 
Thy foes they were not^ — they resolved to die. 
Yet think not thou, amidst thy warlike bands. 
They lie beyond redemption in thine hands : 
The Giod in whom they trust may help them still. 
They know he can deliver, and He 'WiLi:, ; 
Whether by life or death, afflicts them not, 
On His decree, not thine, they rest their lot. 
For me, unworthy with the just to share 
Death or deliverance, this is Javan's prayer ; 
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Merey, God ! to these in life be shown, 
I die rejoicing, if I die alone." 

" Tiiou shalt not die alone," a, voice replied, 
A well-known voice — 'twas Zillah at liis side; 
She, while he spake, with eagerness to hear, 
Step after step unconsciously drew near ; 
Her bosom with severe compunction wrung, 
Pleas'd or alarm'd, on every word she hung. 
He tiirn'd his face ; — with, agonizing sur, 
In ail the desolation of despair, 
She stood ; her hands to heaven uplift and clasp'd, 
Then suddenly unloosed, his arm she grasp'd, 
And tlius, in wild apostrophes of woe, 
Vented her grief while tears refused to flow. 

"01 have wrong'd thee, Javan ! — Let us be 
Espoused in death : — No, I will die for thee. 

— Tyrant! behold thy victim ; on my head 
Be all the bitterness of vengeance shed, 
But spare the innocent; let Javan live, 
"WTiose crime was love : — Can Javan too forgive 
Love's lightest, fondest weakness, maiden-shame, 

— It was not pride, — that hid my bosom-flame ? 
And wilt thou mourn the poor transgressor's death, 
Who eaya, ' I love thee,' with her latest breath ? 
And when thou think'st of days and years gone by, 
"Will thoughts of Zillah sometimes swell thine eye ? 
If ever thou hast eherish'd in thine heart 
Visions of hope in which I hore a part ; 
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If ever thou hast long'd witli me to share 
Oho liome-hom joy, one home-endearing care ; 
If thou didst ever love me ; — speak the word, 
Which late witli feign'd indifferency I heard ; 
Tell ine, thoii lovest me still ; — haste, Javan, mark, 
How high those ruffians pile the fagots, — hark, 
How the flames crackle, — see, how fierce they glare, 
Like fieiy serpents hissing through the air ; 
Farewell ; I fear them noti — Now seize me, bind 
These willing hmhs,- — j'e cannot touch the mind; 
TJnawed, I stand on Nature's failing brink ; 
— Nay, look not on me, Javan, lest I shrink j 
Give me tliy prayers, but turn away thine eye. 
That I may lift my soul to Heaven, and die." 

Thus ZiUah raved in passionate distress, 
Till frenzy soften'd into tenderness ; 
Sorrow and love, with intermingling grace, 
Terror and beauty, lighten'd o'er her face ; 
Her voice, her eye, in every soul was felt, 
And Giant-hearts were moved, uiiwont to melt. 
Javan, in wonder, pity, and del^ht, 
Aim net forgot bis being at the sight ; 
That bending form, those suppliant accents, seem 
The strange illusions of a lovei's dream ; 
And while she clung upon his arm, he found 
His limbs, his lips, as by enchantment, bound; 
He dare not touch her, lest the charm should 

break. 
He dare not move, lest he himself should wake. 
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But when she ceased to speak, and he to hear, 
The sileQce startled him ; — cold, shivering fear 
Crept o'er his nerves ; — in thought he cast hia 

Back on tlie world, and heaved a bitter sigh. 

Thus from life's sweetest pleasures to be torn, 

Just when he seem'd to new esistence bom, 

And ceased to feel, when feeling ceased to be 

A fever of protracted misery. 

And cease to love, when love no more was pain ; 

"Twas hut a pang of transient weakness: — " Vaia 

Are all thy sorrows," falteringly he said ; 

" Already I am number'd with the dead ; 

But long and blissfully may ZiUah live ! 

— And canst thou ' Ja van's cruel scorn ' forgive ? 

And wilt thou mourn the poor transgressor's death 

Who says, ' I love thee,' with his latest breath ? 

And when thou thint'st of days and yeaj^ gone by, 

Will thoughts of Javan sometimes swifll thine eye ? 

Ah ! while I wither'd in thy chilling frown, 

'Twas easy then to lay life's burden down ; 

When singly sentenced to these flames, my mind 

Gloried in leaving all I loved behind j 

How hast thou tiiumph'd o'er me in this hour! 

One look hath crush'd my soul's collected power; 

Thy scorn I might endure, thy pride defy, 

But thy kindness makes it hard to die ! " 

" Then we will die together." — " Zillah ! no, 
Thou shalt not perish ; let me, let me go ; 
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Behold thy parents I calm thy father's fears ; 
Thy mother weeps ; canst thou resist her teara ? " 

" Away wilh folly ! " in ta«mendous tone, 
Exelaim'd a voice, more horrid than the groan 
Of famish'd tiger leaping on his prey ; 
— Crouch'd at the monarch's feet the speaker lay ; 
But slartiug up, in his ferocious mien 
That monarch's ancient foster-she was seen, 
The goatherd, — he who snatch'd him from the 

flood, 
The sorcerer, who nursed him up to hlood : 
Who, still his evil genius, fully bent 
On one bold purpose, went where'er he went j 
That purpose, long in his own bosom seal'd, 
Eipe for fulfilment now, he thus reveal'd. 
Full in the midst he ruah'd ; alarm'd, aghast. 
Giants and captives trembled as he pass'd. 
For scai-oely seem'd he of the sons of earth ; 
Unchrouicled the hour that gave him birth ; 
Though shrunk his cheek, his temples deeply plough'd, 
Keen was his vulture-eye, his strength unbow'd; 
Swarthy his features; venerably grey. 
His beard disheveil'd o'er his bosom lay : 
Bald was his front ; but, white as snow behind, 
His ample locks were se^ter'd to the wind ; 
Naked he stood, save round his loins a zone 
Of shaded fur, and o'er his shoulders thrown 
A serpent's skin, that cross'd his breast, and round 
His body thrice in glittering volumes wound. 
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AH gazed with horror — deep unutter'd thougM 
la every muscle of his visage wrought ; 
His eye, as if his eye could see the air, 
"Was fix'd : up-writhing rose his horrent hair ; 
Hia limbs grew dislocate, convulsed his frame; 
Deep from his chest mysterious noises came ; 
Now purring, hissing, barking, then they swell'd 
To hideous dissonance ; he shriek'd, he yell'd, 
As if the Legion-fiend his soul posse^'d. 
And a whole hell were worrying in his bi-east; 
Then down he daah'd himself on earth, and roll'd 
In agony, till powerless, stiff, and cold, 
With face upturn'd to heaven, and arms outspread, 
A ghastly spectacle, he lay aa dead ; 
The living too stood round like forms of death, 
And every pulse waa hush'd, and every breath. 

Meanwhile the wind arose, the clouds were driven 
In watery masses through the waste of heaven. 
The groaning woods foretold a tempest nigh, 
And silent lightning skirmish'd in the sky. 

Ere long the wizard started from the ground. 
Giddily reel'd, and look'd bewilder'd round. 
Till on the king he fix'd his hideous gaze ; 
Then rapt with ecstasy, and broad amaze. 
He kneel'd in adoration, humbly bow'd 
His face upon his hands, and cried aloud ; 
Yet BO remote and strange his accents fell, 
They seem'd the voice of an invisible ; 
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— " Hail ! king and conqueror of tlie peopled eartli, 
Aud more tiifui king and conqueror ! Know thy 

birlh : 
Tliou art a ray of uncreated fire, 
The sun himself is thy celestial sire; 
The moon thy mother, who to me conaign'd 
Her babe in secrecy, to ble^ mankind. 
These eyes have watch'd thee rising, year by year, 
Moi^e gi-eat, more giorious in thine high career. 
As the young eagle plies his growing wings 
In bounded fiiglits, and sails in wider rings. 
Till to the fountain of meridian day, 
Full plumed and perfected, he soai's away ; 
Thus have I mark'd thee, since thy course begun. 
Still upward t«nding to thy sire the sun ; 
Mow midway meet him ; from yon flaming height, 
Chase the vain phantoms of cherubic light; 
There build a tower, whose spiral top shall rise. 
Circle o'er circle lessening to the sides ; 
The stars, thy brethi-en, in their spheres shall stand 
To hail thee welcome fo thy native land ; 
The moon shall clasp thee in her glad embrace. 
The sun behold his image in thy face, 
And call thee, as his offspring and his heir, 
His throne, his empire, and his orb to share." 

Rising and turning liis terrific head, 
That chiU'd beholders, thus the enchanter said ; 
— " Prepare, prepare the piles of sacrifice. 
The power that rules on earth shall rule the skies ; 



»i..,Goo^lf 



120 THJi WOULD BEFORE THE FLOOD, CANTO IX. 

Hither, chiefs ! the captive Pati-iarchs bring. 

And pour their blood an offering to your king; 

He, like his sire the sun, in transient clouds, 

His veil'd divinity from mortals shrouds, 

Too pure to shine till these his foes are slmn, 

And conquer'd Paradise hath crown'd his reign. 

Haste, heap the fallen cedars on the pyres. 

And give the victims living fo the flres: 

Shall He, in whom they vainly trust, withstand 

Your soYereigo's wrath, or pluck them from hia 

We dare Him j — if He saves his servants now, 

To Him let every knee in Nature bow, 

For He is God " — at that most awful name, 

A spasm of horror withered up his frame. 

Even as he stood and look'd;— -he looks, he stands, 

With heaven-defying. front, and clenched hands. 

And lips half open'd, eager from his breast, 

To bolt the blasphemy, by force represt ; 

For not in feign'd abstraction, as before. 

He practised foul deceit by damned lore ; 

A frost was on his nerves, and in his veins 

A Are, consummg nith infernal pains; 

Conscioue, though motionless, his limbs were grown ; 

Alive to suffermg, but alive in stone. 

In silent expectation, sore amazed. 
The king and chieflains on the sorcei-er gazed ; 
Awhile no sound was heard, save through the woods, 
The .wind deep-thundering, and the dashing floods : 
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At length, with solemn step, amidst the scene, 
"Whei-e that false prophet show'd hi? frantic mien, 
Where lurid flames fi-om green-wood altars bum'd, 
Enoch stood forth ; — on hiin all eyes were tura'd ; 
O'er his dim form and saintly visage fell 
The light thai glared upon that .priest of hell. 
Unutterably awful was his look ; 
Through every joint the Giant-monarch shook ; 
Shook like Belshazzar, in hia festive hall, 
When the hand wrote his judgment on the wall ; * 
Shook, like Eliphaz, with dissolving fright,t 
Id thoughts amidst the visions of the night. 
When as the spirit pass'd before his face. 
Nor limb, nor lineament his eye could trace ; 
A form of mystery, that chill'd his blood, 
Close at his couch in living terror stood. 
And death-like silence, liU a voice more drear, 
More dreadful than the silence, reach'd his ear : 
Thus from surrounding darkness Enoch brake. 
And thus the Giant trembled while he spake. 
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CANTO TENTH. 



"The Loi-d is jealous; — He, who reigns on high, 
Upholds the earth, and spreads abroad the sky ; 
Ilia voice the moon and stai's by night obey, 
He sends the sun his sei-vant forth by day : 
Ftohi Him all hehigs came, on Him depend, 
ToiHim return, their Author, Sovei'eign, End. 
Who shall destroy when He would save ? or stand, 
When He destroys, the stroke of his right hand? 
With none His name and power will He divide, 
For He is God, and there is none beside. 

" The proud shall perish ; — mark Low wild his for 
In impotence of maUce and despair. 
What frenzy fires the bold blasphemer's cheek ! 
He looks the curses which ho cannot spe«k. 
A hand bath touch'd him that he once defied ; 
Touch'd, and for ever erush'd him in his pride ; 
Tet shall he live, despised as fear'd before ; 
The great deceiver shall deceive no more ; 
Children shall pluck the beard of him whose arts 
Palsied the boldest hands, the stoutest heails , 
His vaunted wisdom fools shall laugh to seom, 
When muttering spells, a spectacle forlorn, 
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A driYcUing idiot, he shsill fondly roam 
From Jiouse to house, and never find a honie." 

The wizard heard his sentence, nor remain'd 
A moment longer ; fram his trance undiain'd, 
He plunged into the woods; — the Prophet tlien 
Tum'd, and took up his parahle again. 

"The proud shall perish: — monarch! know.thy 

Thy bones shall lack the shelter of a tomb ; 
Not in the battle-field thine eyes shall close, 
Slain upon thoasands of thy slaughter'd foes ; 
Not on the throne of empire, nor the bed 
Of weary Nature, thou shalt bow thine head : 
Death lurks in ambush ; Death without a name, 
Shall pluck thee from thy pinnacle of fame ; 
At eve, rejoicing o'er thy finish'd toil. 
Thy soul shall deem the universe her spoil ; 
The dawn shall see thy carcass cast away. 
The wolves, at sunrise, slumber on their prey. 
Cut from the living, whither dost thou go ? 
Hades is moved to meet thee from below : * 

* This pasango, tlis raader will peicelve, is an imitation oC 
some verses iu the fonrteentli chapter of the Propheey of Isainli, 
whieh are applied to the fell of the King of Babylon. The 
following estiaot from Bishop LowOi'a note on tlie original will 
elneidata tbe paraphiase: — "The'regions of the Dead ara laid 
open, and Hades ia fepresentad as ronaing up the sliodoa of the 
deported monarchs; they i^ae tVom their thrones to meet the 
King of Babylon at his ooming; and insult him on his being rs- 
dnced to tha name low atata of impotence and diasolution with 



»i..,Goo^lf 



124 inn WORLD BEFORE THE FLOOD. CANTO X. 

The kings fJiy swoi'd h:id slttin, the miglity dsaiJ, 
Start from their thrones at thj descending tread; 
They ask in acorn, — ' Destroyer ! ia it thus ? 
Art thoQ, — thou too, — become like one of us ? 
Torn from the feaat of music, wine, and mirth, 
The wonus thy covering, and thy couch the earth. 
How art thou fall'n from thine ethei'eal height. 
Son of Ihe moniing ! sunk in endless night : 
How art thou fall'n, who said'at in pride of soul, 
I will ascend above the starry pole. 
Thence rule the adoring nations with my nod, 
And set my throne above the Mount of God ! 
Spilt in the dust, thy blood pollutes the ground; 
Sought by the eyes tliat feai-'d thee, yet not found ; 
Thy chieftains pause, they turn thy relics o'er, 
Then pass thee by, — for tliou art known no more, 

fhemselvHS. •••••• Tlie image of the state of the Dead, 

or the Ai/emiim PoeUatm of the Hebrews, is taken from thair 
ooetoni of. boryin^;, tliose at least of the highest raala, in large 
Bepulchml vaults henn in the rocli. Of this liuid of sepnichrea 
there ore remeins at Jerusalem now extant; and some that ate 
Eaid Co tie Uie Eepuiotues of the kings of Jadoh. See Maundreli, 
p. 7S. You are to form to yourself the idea of an immense aufa- 
terraneous vault, a vast gloomy cavern, all round the aides of 
which there are cells to receive the dead bodies : here the de- 
ceased monarchs lie in a distinguished soi-t of stnte, suitable to 
their former rank, each on liis awn conch, wiiJi his arms be^de 
him, his sword at his head, and the bodies of Ijis. chiefs and 
oompanions uround ium. *••••• These iliuetrioas shades 

dse at onoe trom their conches, as from their thrones ; and ad- 
vance to the entrance of the cavern to meet the King of Baby- 
lon, and to receiTC him with insults ou ins foil." — Lowth's 
JhanA, :dv. 9, tt teq. 
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Hail to thine advent ! Potentate, in hell, 
TJnfear'd, nnflatter'd, undistinguiah'd dwell ; 
On earlh tliy fierce ambition knew no rest, 
A wonn, a flame for ever in thy breast ; 
Hfre feel the rage of un consuming fii-e, 
Intense, eternal, impotent desire; 
Here lie, the deathless wor(n's unwasting prey. 
In chains of dartness till the judgmenL-day.' 

" Thus while the dead thy feaiful welcome aiag, 
Thy living slaves bewail their vanish'd king. 
Then, though thy reign with infamy expire, 
FulfiU'd in death shall be thy vain desire ; 
The ti-Mtors, reeking with thy blood, shall swear, 
They saw their sovereign ravish'd through the mt, 
And point thy star revolving o'er-the night, 
A baleful comet with poWentous light, 
Midst clouds and storms denouncing from afar 
Famine, aad havoc, pestilence and war. 
Temples, not tombs, thy monuments shall be. 
And altars blaze on hills and groves io thee; 
A pyramid shall consecrate thy crimes, 
Thy name and honors to succeeding times ; 
There shall thine image hold the highest place 
Among the gods of man's revolted race 1 

" That race shall perish ; — Men and Giants, all 
Thy kindred and thy worshippers shall fail. 
The babe, whose life with yesterday began, 
May spring to youth, and ripen into man ; 
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But ere tia locks are tinged witk fading grey, 

This world of sinners shall be swept away. 

JehoTali lills his standard to the skies, 

Swift at the signal winds and vapors rise j 

The sun in sackcloth veib his face at noon, — 

The stars are quench'd, and turn'd to blood the 

Heaven's fountains open, clouds dissolving roil 
In mingled cataracts from pole to pole, 
Earth's central sluices burst, the hiEs uptora, 
lu rapid whirlpools down the gulf are borne : 
The voice that taught the Deep his bounds to know, 
' Thus fiir, O Sea ! nor fiirther shalt thou go,' — 
Sends forth flie floods, commission'd to devour 
With boundless license and resistless power ; 
They own no impulse but the tempest's sway, 
Nor fiod a limit but the light of day. 

"The vision opens: — sunk beneath the wave. 
The guilty share an universal grave ; 
One wilderness of water rolls in view. 
And heaven and ocean wear one turbid hue; 
Still stream unbroken torrents from the skies, 
Higher beneath the inundations rise ; 
A lurid twilight glares athwart the scene. 
Low thunders peal, faint lightnings flash between. 
— Methiiiks I see a distant vessel ride, 
A lonely object on the shoreless tide ; 
"Within whose ark the innocent have found 
Safety, while stay'd Destruction ravens round; 



»i..,Goo^lf 



iVOUli TlIJi Fi,OOI 



TJius, in the iiour of vengeance, God, who knows 

ii-es them, , ivhile He smites his 



" Eastwai-d I tun: ; — o'er all tlie dciuged lands. 
Unshaken yet, a mighty mountain stands, 
Wliere Seth, of old, his floct to pasture led. 
And watch'd the stars at midniglil, from its head : 
An island now, its dark majestic form. 
Scowls through the diickest ravage of the storm ; 
While on its top, the mommient of fame. 
Built by thy murderers to adorn thy name, 
Defies the shock; — a thousand cubits high, 
The sloping pyramid ascends the sky. 
Thither, their latest refuge in distress, 
Like hunted wolves, the raQying Giants press; 
Round the broad base of that stupendous tower, 
The shuddering fugitives coDeet their power. 
Cling lo the dizzy cliff, o'er ocean bend, 
And howl witli terror as the deeps ascend. 
The mountain's strong foundations stiU endure, 
The heights repel the surge. — Awhile secure. 
And cheer'd with frantic hope, tliy votaries climb 
The fabric, rising step by step, sublime. 
Beyond the clouds Uiey see the summit glow 
In heaven's pure daylight, o'er the gloom below ; 
There too thy worshipp'd image shines like fire, 
In the full glory of thy fabled sire. 
They hail the omen, and with heart and voice 
Call on thy name, and in thy smile rejoice : 
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False omen ! on thy name in vain they call; 
Fools in tieir joy ; — a moment and they fall. 
Rent by an earthquake of the huried plain, 
And shaken by the whole disrapted main, 
The mountain trembles on its foiling base, 
It slides, it stoops, it rushes from its place ; 
From ail the Giants bursts one drowning cry ; 
Hark ! — 't is thy name — they curse it as they die ; 
Sheer to the lowest gulf tlie pile is hurl'd, 
The last sad wreck of a devoted world. 

" So fall transgressors : — Tyrant ! now fulfil 
Thy secret purposes, thine utmost wiU ; 
Here crown thy triumphs : — life or death decree, 
The weakest here disdains thy power and thee." 

Thus when the Patriarch ceased, and every ear 
StiU listen'd in suspense of hope and fear, 
Sublime, ineffable, angelic grace 
Eeam'd in his meek and venerable fece ; 
And sudden glory, streaming round his head. 
O'er all his robes with lambent lustre spread ; 
His earthly features grew divinely bright, 
His essence seem'd transformiiig into light. 
Brief silence, like the pause between the flash 
At midnight, and the following thunder-crash. 
Ensued: — Anon, with universal cry. 
The Giants nish'd upon the Prophet — "Die!" 
The king leapt foremost from his throne ; — he drew 
His battle-sword, as on Ms mark he flew ; 
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With aim unerring, and tempestuous sound, 
The blade descended deep along the ground : 
The foe was fled, and, aelf-o'erwhelm'd, his strength 
Hurt'd to the earth hia Atlantean length ; 
But ere hjs chiefs could stretch the helping arm, 
He sprang upon his feet in pale alarm ; 
Headlong and blind with rage he search'd around, 
But Enoch wcdh'd with God, and was not found. 

Yet where the captives stood, in holy awe, 
Eapt on the wings of cherubim, they saw 
Their sainted sire ascending through the night; 
He turn'd his fece to bleaa them in his flight, 
Then vanish'd : — r Javan caught the Prophet's eye, 
And anatch'd hia mantle felling from the sky; 
O'er him the Spirit of the Prophet came, 
Like rushing wind awakening hidden tiame : 
" Where is the God of Enoch now ? " lie cried,* 
" Captives, come forth I Despisers, shrink aside." 
He spake, and bursting through the Giant-throng, 
Smote with the mantle as he moved along : 
A power invisible their rage controll'd. 
Hither and thither as he turn'd they roll'd ; 
TJnawed, unharm'd, the ransom'd prisoners pass'd 
Through ranks of foes astonied and aghast : 

• " Ana he {EUsha) took the mantle of Elijali that fell ftom 
him, and smote the waters [of Jordan), and said,— Where is tha 
Lord God of Elijai? — and when he had smitten the waters, 
they parted hither and thither; and Elisha went over." — 2 

VOL. II. 9 
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Close in the youth's conducting steps they frod: 
— So Israel march'd when Moses raised his rod, 
And led their host, eufrancLiseii, through (he wave, 
The people's safeguard, the pursuers' grave. 

Thus from the wolves this Uttle flock was torn, 
And sheltering in the mountain-eaves till mom, 
They join'd to aing, in strains of fuU delight, 
Songs of deliverance through the dreary night 

The Giants' frenzy, when they lost their prey, 
No tongue of man or angel might portray ; 
First on their idol-gods then- vengeance tum'd, 
Those gods on their own altar-piles they bum'd ; 
Then at their sovereign's mandate, sallied forth 
To rouse their host to combat, from the north ; 
Eager to risk their utteimost emprise, 
Perish ere morn, or reign in Paradise. 
Now (he slow tempest, that so long had lower'd, 
Keen in their faces sleet and haUstones shower'd ; 
The winds blew loud, the waters roar'd around. 
An earthquake rock'd the agonizing ground ; 
Eed in the west the burning mount, array'd 
With tenfold terror by incumbent shade, 
(For moon and stars were wrapt in dunnest gloom,) 
Glared like a torch amidst creation's tomb : 
"So Sinai's rocks were kindled when they felt 
Their Maker's footstep, and began to melt ; 
Darkness was his pavihon, whence He came, 
Hid in the brightness of descending flame. 
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While storm, and wHrlwind, and fhe trumpet's blast, 
Proclaim'd his law in thunder, as He pass'd. 

The Giants reaeh'd their camp: — the night's 

alarms 
Meanwhile had startled all their slaves to arms : 
Tkey grasp'd tlieir weapons as from sleep they 

sprang. 
From tent to tent the brazen clangor rang : 
The hiul, the earthquake, the mysterious light 
Unnerved their strength, o'erwhelm'd them with 

affright. 
" "Warriors ! to battle ; — summon all your powers ; 
Warriors ! to conquest ; — Paradise is ours," 
Exclaim'd their monareh ; — not an arm was rsused, 
In vacancy of thought, like men amazed, 
And lost amidst confounding dreams, they sf«od. 
With palsied eyes, and horror-frozen blood. 
The Giants' rage to instant madness grew ; 
The king and chiefe on their own legions flew, 
Denouncing vengeance ; — then, liad all the plain 
Been heap'd with myriads by their leader slain ; 
But ere a sword could fall, — by whirlwinds driven. 
In mighty volumes, through the vault of heaven, 
From Eden's summit, o'er the camp accurst, 
The darling fires with noonday splendor hurst; 
And fearful grew the scene above, helow. 
With sights of mystery, and sounds of woe. 
The embattled cherubim appear'd on high, 
And coursers, wing'd with lightning, swept the sky ; 
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Chariots, whose wheels with living instinct roll'd, 

Spirits of unimaginable mould, 

Powers, such as dwell in heaven's aereaest light, 

Too pure, too terrible for mortal sight. 

From depth of midnight suddenly reveai'd, 

In arms, against the Giants took the field. 

On such an host Ehsha's servant gazed, 

"When aU the mountain round the prophet blazed ; • 

"With such an host, when war in heaven was wrought, 

Michael against the Prince of Darkness fought. 

Boused by the trumpet that shall wake the dead, 
The torpid foe in consternation fled ; 
The Giants headlong in the uproar ran, 
The king himself the foremost of the van. 
Nor e'er his rushing squadrons led to fight 
With swifter onset, than he led that flight. 
Homeward the panic-stricken legions flew ; 
Their arms, their vestments, from their limbs they 

O'er shields and helms the reinless camel strode, 
And gold and purple strew'd the desert road. , 
When through the Assyrian army, like a blast. 
At midnight, the destroying angel pass'd. 
The tyrant that defied the living God, 
Precipitately thus his steps retrod ; 
Even by the way he came, to his own land, 
Eeturii'd, to perish by his offspring's hand.f 
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So fled tlie Giant-monaixih ; — but unknowa 

The hand that smote his life ; — he died alone ; 

Amidst the tumult treacherously slain ; 

At morn his ehieftiuns sought their lord in vain, 

Tlien, reckless of the harvest of their toils, 

Their camp, their captives, all their treasured spoils, 

Kenew'd their flight o'er eastern hills afar. 

With life alone escaping from that war, 

In which tlielr king had h^l'd his realm complete, 

The world's last province bow'd beneath his feet. 

As, when the waters of the Flood decliued, 
Eolling tumultuously before the wind. 
The proud waves shrunk from low to lower beds, 
And high the hills and higher raised their heads, 
Till ocean lay, enchased with rock and strand, 
As in the hollow of the Almighty's hand, 
While earth with wreclis magnificent was strew'd, 
And stillness reign'd o'er Nature's solitude. 
— Thus in a storm of horror and dismay. 
All night the Gian^army sped away ; 
Thus on a lonely, sad, and silent scene, 
The morning i-ose in majesty serene. 

Early and joyful o'er the dewy grass, 
StrMght to their glen the ransom'd Patriarchs pass ; 
As doves released their parent dwelling flud. 
They fly for life, nor cast a look behind ; 
And when they reach'd the dear sequesteHd spot, 
Enoch alone of all their train " was not," 
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With them the hard, ivho from the world withdrew, 
Javan, from folly and ambition flew ; 
Though poor his lot, within that narrow bound, 
FrieDdship, and home, and fsiithful love he found,i 
There did his wanderings and afflictions cease. 
His youth was penitence, his age was peace. 

Meanwhile the scatter'd tribes of Edeu'a plain 
Tum'd to their desolated fields again, 
And join'd tlieir bi'ethren, captives onee in fight, 
But left to freedom in that dreadful flight: 
Thenceforth redeem'd from war's unnumber'd woes, 
Rich wit!i the spoils of tlieir retreated foes. 
By Giant-tyranny no more opprest, 
The people flourish'd, and the land had rest. 



• OE CANTO X. 
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IISOELLANEOUS POEMS. 



THE PEAK MOUSTAINS: 
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Health on these open hills I seek, 

By these dehcious springs, in vain; 

The rose on this deserted cheek 

Shall never bloom again ; 

For youth has fled ; — and less by IJme 

Than sorrow torn away, 

The pride, the sU'ength of manhood's prime, 

Falls to decay. 

Restless and Huttering to expire, 
Life's vapor sheds a cold dim light, 

(187) 
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Frail as the evanescent five 

Amidst the murky niglit. 

That tempis the traveller irom afar 

To follow, o'er the heath, 

Its baleful and hewildering star 

To snares of death. 

A dreary torpor numbs my brain ; 

Now aliivering pale — now^ flush'd with heat ; 

Hurried, then slow, from vein to vein 

Unequal pulses beat ; 

Quick palpitations heave my heart. 

Anon it seems to sink ; 

Alarm'd at sudden sounds I start, 

From shadows ehrink. 

Bear me, my failing limbs I ! bear 

A melancholy sufferer forth 

To breathe abroad the mountaia air 

Fresh from the vigorous north ; 

To view the prospect, waste and wild, 

Tempestuous or serene. 

Still dear to me, as to the child 

The mother's mien. 

Ah ! who can look on Nature's face, 
And feel unholy passions move ? 
Her forms of majesty and grace 
I cannot choose but love : 
Her frowns or smites my woes disarm, 
Care and repining cease ; 
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. THE PEAK MOUNTAmS. 

Her terrors awe, her beauties cliaria 
My thoughts to peace. 

Already through mine inmost soul, 

A <leep tranquillity I feel, 

O'er every nerve, with mild control. 

Her consolations steal ; 

This fever'd frame and fretful mind, 

Jarring midst doubts and fears, 

Are sooth'd to harmony : — I find 

Delight in tears. 

I quit the path, and track wifh toil 
The mountains' unfrequented maze ; 
Deep moss and heather clothe the soil. 
And many a springlet plays. 
That welling from its secret source 
Down rugged dells is tost. 
Or spreads through rushy fens its course, 
Silently lost. 

The flocks and herds, that freely range 
These moorlands, turn a jealous eye. 
As if the form of man were sti'ange. 
To wat«h me stealing by ; 
The heifer stands aloof to gaze, 
The colt comes boldly on : — 
I pause, — he shakes his forelock, neighs. 
Starts, and is gone. 
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I seek the valley: — all alone 
I seem in this sequester'd place ; 
Not so ; 1 meet, nnseen, yet known, 
My Maker face to face ; 
My heart perceives his presence nigh, 
And hears his voice proclaim, 
"While hright his glory passes by, 
His noblest name. 

Love la that name, — for GoD is LovE; 

— Here, where unbuilt by mortal hands, 

Mountains below and heaven above. 

His awful temple stands, 

1 worship : — " Lord ! though 1 am dust 

And ashes ia thy sight, 

Be thou my strength ; in Thee I trust, 

Be thou my light." 
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Emekging from the cavern'd glen, 

From steep to steep I slowly climb, 

And far above the haunis of men, 

I trea^ in air sublime : 

Beneath my path the swallows sweep ; 

Yet higher crags impend, 

And wild flowers from the fissures peep, 

And rills descend. 

Now on the ridges bare and bleak. 
Cool round my temples sighs the gale ; 
Te winds ! that wander o'er the Peak ; 
Ye mountain-spirits I hail ! 
Angels of health ! to man below 
Te bring celestial airs ; 
Bear back to Him, from whom ye blow. 
Our praise and prayers. 

Here, like the eagle from his nest, 
I take my proud and dizzy stand ; 
Here, from the cliff's subljmest crest, 
Look down upon the land ; 
O for the ease's eye to gazo 
TJndazzIed through this light I 
O for the eagle's wings to raise 
O'er all my flight I 
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The sun in glory walks the sky, 
"White fleecy clouds are floating round, 
Whose shapes along the landscape fly, 

— Here, chequering o'er the grouod ; 
There, down the glens the shadows sweep, 
"With changing lights between ; 
Touder they climb the upland steep, 
Shifting the scene. 

Above, beneath, immensely spread. 
Valleys and hoary rocks I view. 
Heights over heights exalt their head, 
Of many a sombre hue ; 
No waving woods their flanks adoni, 
No hedge-rows, gay with trees, 
Encircle fields, where floods of com 
Eoll to the breeze. 

My soul this vast horizon fills, 
"Within whose undulated line 
Thick stand the multitude of hifls. 
And clear the waters shine ; 
Grey mossy walls the slopes ascend ; 
"VThile roads, tliat tire the eye, 
"Upward their winding course extend, 
And touch the sky. 

"With rude diversity of form, 
The insulated mount^ns tower; 

— Oft o'er these cUtfs the 
And partial darkness lower. 
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THE PKAK MOUNTAINS, 

While yonder summits far away 
Shine sweetly Ihrougli the gloom, 
Like glimpses of eternal day 
Beyond the tomb. 

Hither, of old, the Almighty came ; 

Clouds were his car, his steeds the wind : 

Before Him went devouring flame, 

And thunder roll'd behind ; 

At Ilia approach, the mountains reel'd 

Like vessels to and fro ; 

Earth, heaving like a sea, reveal'd 

The gulfe below. 

Borne tlirough the wilderness in wrath, 

He seem'd in power alone a God ; 

But blessings follow'd in his path, 

For Mercy seized his rod ; 

She smote the rock, — and as He pass'd 

Forth gush'd a living stream ; 

The fire, the earthquake, and the blast 

Fled as a dream. 

Behold the everlasting hills, 

In that convulsion scatfer'd round; 

Hark ! fi'om their caves the issuing rills 

With sweetest music sound ; 

Te lame and impotent ! draw near ; 

With healing on her wing, 

The cherub Mercy watches here 

Her ancient spring. 
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TO ANN AKD JANE: 



HYMKS FOK INPANT MIKDS. 

When the shades of night retire 
From the mom's advancing beams, 
Ere fie liills are tipt with fire, 
And the radiance hghts the streams, 
Lo, the lark begins her song, 
Early on the wing, and long. 

Summon'd by the signal notes, 
Soon her sisters quit the lawn, 
With their wildly warbling throats, 
Soaring in the dappled dawn ; 
Brighter, warmer spread the rays. 
Louder, sweeter swell their lays. 

Nestlings, in their grassy beds, 
Hearkening to the joyful sound, 
Heavenward point their little heads. 
Lowly twittering from the ground, 
Ere their wings are fledged to fly. 
To the chorus in the sky. 
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TO ANlIf AND JANE, 

Thus, fair MinBtrels, while je sing, 
Teaching infant minds to raise 
To the universal King 
Humble hymas of jirayer and praise, 
may all who hear your voice 
Look, and listen, and rejoice ! 

Faltering like the skylark's young, 
While your numbers tfiey record, 
Soon may every heart and tongue 
Learn to magnify the Lord ; 
And your strmns divinely sweet, 
Unborn millions thus repeat. 

Minstrels ! what reward is due 
For this labor of your love? 
— Through eternity may Ton, 
In the Paradise above, 
Round the dear Eedeemer's feet, 
All your infant readers meet I 

L. 11. 10 
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OUS VOEMS. 



OCCASIONAL ODE. 



The lion, o'er his wild domains, 

Eules with the terror of his eye; 

The eagle of the rook maintains 

By force his empire in the sky ; 

The shark, the tyrant of the flood, 

Eeigns through the deep with quenchless rage: 

Parent and young, unwean'd from blood, 

Are still the same from age to age. 

Of all that live, and move, and breathe, 
Man only rises o'er his birth ; 
He looks above, around, beneatH, 
At once the heir of heaven and earth ; 
Force, cunning, speed, which Nature gave 
The various tribes throughout her plan, 
Life to enjoy, from death to save, — 
These are the lowest powers of Man. 

From strengtli to strength he travels on: 
He leaves the lingering brute behind; 
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And when a few short years are gone, 
He soars, a disembodied mind ; 
Beyond the grave, Ha course subhme 
Destined through nobler patlis to run. 
In his career the end of Time 
Is but Eternity begun. 

What guides him in his high pursuit. 
Opens, illumines, cheers his way, 
Discerns the immortal from the brute, 
Giod's image from the mould of clay ? 
Tia Knowledge : — Knowledge to the soul 
Is power, and liberty, and peace ; 
And while celestial ages roll, 
The joys of Knowledge shall ii 



Hail ! to the glorious plan, that spread 
The light with universal beams, 
And through the human desert led 
Truth's living, pure, perpetual streams. 
— Behold a new creation rise. 
New spirit breathed into the clod. 
Where'er the voice of Wisdom cries, 
" Man, know fliyself, and fear thy God." 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



A DAUGHTER (C. M.) TO HEK MOTHER, ON 
HER BIETH-DAY, NOVEMBER 25, 1811. 

This the day to me most dear 

In the changes of the year ; 

Spring, the fields and woods adorning, 

Spring may boast a gayer morning ; 

Summer noon, with brighter beama, 

Gild the mountains and the streams ; 

Autumn, through the twilight vale, 

Breathe a more delicious gale ; 

Yet though stern November reigns, 

Wild and wintry o'er the plains, 

Never does the morning rise 

Balf so welcome to mine eyes; 

Noontide glories never shed 

Bays 30 beauteous round my head ; 

Never loots the evening-scene 

So enchantingly serene 

As on this retumiog day, 

When, in spirit rapt away, 

Joys and sorrows I have known, 

In the years for ever flown, 

Wake at every sound and stght^ 

Beminiscence of delight. 
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A DAUGHTER (C. M.) TO E 

All around rae, all above, 
■Witiiesaicg a Mother's love. 

Love, tliat watch'd my early years 
With conflicting hopes and fears ; 
Love, that through life's flowery May 
Led my childhood, prone to stray ; 
liove, that still directs my youth 
With the constancy of Truth, 
Heightens every hliss it shares, 
Softens and divides the cares, 
Smiles away my light distress, 
Weeps for joy, or tenderness : 
— May that love, to latest age, 
Cheer my earthly pilgrimage ; 
May that love, o'er death victorious, 
Eise beyond the grave more glorious ; 
Souls, united here, would be 
One to all eternity. 

When these eyes, from native night 
■ First unfolded to the light, 
On what object, fair and new. 
Did they fix their fondest view? 
On my Mother's smiling mieu ; 
AU the mother there was seen. 
When tlieir weary lids would close 
And she sang me lo repose, 
Found I not the sweetest rest 
On my Mother's peaceful breast ? 
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When my tongue from hers had caught 
Sounds to utter infant thoughl, 
Readiest then wliat accents come? 
Those that meant my Mother's name. 
When my timid feet hegun, 
Strangely pleased, to stand or run, 
Twas my Mother's voice and eye 
Most encoui-aged me to try, 
Safe to run, and strong to stand, 
Holding by her gentle hand. 

Time since then hath deeper made, 
Lines, where youthful dimples play'd, 
Yet to me my Mother's fiice 
Wears a more angelic grace ; 
And her tresses thin and hoary. 
Are tbey not a crown of glory ? 

— Cruel griefs have wrung thut breast, 
Once my Paradise of rest; 

While in these I bear a pari. 
Warmer grows my Mother's heart, 
Closer our affections twine, 
Mine with hers, and hers with mine. 

— Maay a name, since here I knew, 
Have I loved with honor due, 

But no name shall be more dear 
Than my Mothei's to mine ear. 

— Many a hand that Friendship plighted 
Have I clasp'd with all delighted. 

But more faithful none can be 
Than my Mother's hand to me. 
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A DAUGHTEK {C. M.) TO HEli MOTHKE. 151 

Thus by every fie endear'd, 
Thus with flliiil reverence fear'd, 
Mother ! on this day 't is meet 
That, with salutation sweety 
I should wish you years of health, 
"Worldly happiness and wealth, 
And when good old age is past, 
Heaven's eternal peace at last ! 
But with these I frame a vow 
For a double blessing now ; 
One, that richly shall combine 
Tour felicity with mine ; 
One, in which widi soul and voice. 
Both together may rejoice ; 
O what shcdl that blessing be ? 
— Dearest Mother ! may you see 
All your prayers fulfill'd_/br me ! 
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MISCELLANEODS I'OESIS. 



CHATTEETON: 



A DYING awaii of Pindus sings 

In wildly mournful strains ; 

As Death's cold fingers snap the strings, 

His suffering lyre complains. 

Soft as the mist of evening wends 
Along the shadowy Tale ; 
Sad as in storms the moon aacends, 
And turns the darkness pale : 

So soft the melting numbers flow 
Trom his harmonious hps ; 
So sad his woe-wan features show, 
Just fading in eclipse. 

The Bard, to dark despair resign'd, 
With his expiring art, 
Sings, midst the tempest of his mind, 
The shipwreck of hU heart. 

I£ Hope Btill seem to hnger nigh. 
And hover o'er his head, 



»i..,Goo^lf 



CHA.TTERTON. 1 

Her pinions are too weak to fly, 
Or Hope ere now had fled. 

Jlash Minstrel ! wlio can hear thy songs, 
Nor long to share thy fire ? 
Who read thine errors and thy wrongs. 
Nor execrate tlie lyre ? 

The lyre, that sunk thee to tlie grave, 
"When bursting into bloom. 
That lyre, the power to Greniua gave, 
To blossom in the tomb. 

Yes ;— till his memory fail with years. 
Shall Time thy strains recite ; 
And while thy story swells his tears, 
Thy song shall charm his flight. 
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JIISCELLAKEI 



THE WILD ROSE; 



Thou last pale promise of the waning year, 

Poor sicldy Rose I what dost thou here ? 

Why, frail flower I so late a comer, 

Hast thou slept away tJie summer ? 

Since now, in Autumn's sullen reign, 

When ey'ry breeze 

Unrobes the trees, 

And strews their annual gai'menta on the plaii 

Awakening from repose, 

Thy fairy lids unclose. 



Feeble, evanescent flower, 
Smile away thy sunless hour, 
Every daisy, in my walk, 
Scorns thee from its humbler stalk : 
Nothing but thy form discloses 
Thy descent from i-oyal roses : 
How thine ancestors would blush 
To behold thee on their hush, 
Drooping thy dejected head 
Where their bolder blossoms spread ; 
Withering in the frosty gale, 
Where their fragrance fill'd the vale. 
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THE WILD ROSE, 

Last and meanest of thy race, 

Void of beauty, color, gra«e, 

No bee deliglited sips 

Ambrosia from thy hps ; 

No spangling dew-drops gem 

Thy fine elastic stem ; 

No liring lustre glistens o'er thy bloom, 

Thy sprigs no verdant leaves adorn, 

Thy bosom breathes no exquisite perfume ; 

But pale thy counfenaace as snow, 

While, unconeeai'd below. 

All naked glares the threatening thorn. 

Around thy hell, o'er mildew'd leaves, 
TTJH ample web a spider weaves ; 
A wily ruffian, gauat aad grim, 
His labyrinthine toils he spreads 
Pensile and Ught; — their glossy threads 
Bestrew'd with many a wing and lirab j 
Even in thy chalice he prepares 
His deadly poison and delusive snares. 

While I pause, a vagrant fly 
Giddily comes buzzing by ; 
Round and round, on viewless wings, 
Lo ! the insect wheels and sings : 
Closely couch'd, the fiend discovers. 
Sets him with his sevenfold eyes. 
And, while o'er the verge he hovers, 
Seems to fascinate his prize, 
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Aa the snake's magnetic glare 
Charuis the flitting tribes of air, 
Till the dire enchantment draws 
Destined victims lo his jawa. 
Now midst kindred corses mangled, 
On his feet alights the fly ; 
Ah ! he feels himself entangled, 
Hark ! he pours a piteous cry. 
Swift as Death's own arrows dart, 
On his prey the spider springs, 
"Wounds his side, — with dexterous art 
Winds the web about his wings ; 
Quick as he came, recoiling then. 
The villain vanishes into his den; 
The desperate fly perceives too late 
The hastening crisis of his fete ; 
Disaster crowds upon disaster. 
And every struggle to get fi'ee 
Snaps tiie hopes of liberty, 
And draws the knot of bondage faster. 

Again the spider glides along the line ; 
Hold, murderer! hold; — the game is mine 
— Captive ! unwarn'd by danger, go, 
Frolic awhile in light and air; 
Thy iate 'tis easy to foreshow. 
Preserved — to perish in a safer snare I 
Spider ! thy worthless life I spare ; 
Advice on thee 'twere vain to spend, 
Thy wicked ways thou wilt not mend, — 
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Then taste ftce, spoiler, mend tliy net ; 

"Wiser than I 

Must be yon fly, 

If he escapes thy irammels yet ; 

Mo3t eagerly the trap is sougtit 

In which a fool has once been caught. 

And thou, poor Rose I whose livid leaves expand, 

Cold to the sun, untempting to the hand. 

Bloom unadmired, — uoinjured die ; 

Thine aspect, squalid and forlorn, 

Insures thy peaceful, dull decay ; 

Hadst thou with hlushea hid thy thorn, 

Grown " sweet to sense and lovely to the eye," 

I might have pluck'd thy ilower, 

Worn it an hour, 

" Then cast it like a loathsome weed away," * 

• Otway's Orphan. 
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These little relics, hapless biiii I 
That strew the lonely yale, 
"With silent eloquence record 
Thy melancholy tfde. 

Like Autumn's leaves, that rustle round 
From every withering tree, 
These plumes, dishevelled o'er tl:e ground, 
Alone remain of thee. 

Some hovering kite's rapacious maw 
Haih been thy timeless grave : 
No pitying eye thy murder saw, 
No friend appear'd to save. 

Heaven's thunder smite the guilty foe ! 
No: — spare the tyrant's breath. 
Till wintry winds, and famine slow. 
Avenge thy cruel death ! 
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But eveiy feather of thy wing 
Be quicken'd where it lies, 
And at the soft return of spring, 
A fragrant cowslip rise 1 

Few were thy days, thy pleasures few, 
Simple and unconfined ; 
On sunbeams every moment flew, 
Nor left % care behind. 

In spring fo build thy curious nest, 
And woo thy merry bride, 
Carol and iiy, and sport and rest, 
Was all thy humble pride. 

Happy beyond the lot of tinga. 
Thy bosom knew no smart, 
Till the last pang, that tore the strings 
From thy disseyer'd heart. 

"When late to secret griefs a prey, 
I wander'd slowly here, 
"Wild from the copse an artless lay, 
Like magic, won mine ear. 

Perhaps 'twas thy last evening song, 
That exquisitely stole 
In sweetest melody along. 
And harmonized my soul. 

Now, blithe musician ! now no more 
Thy mellow pipe resounds. 
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But jamng drums at distance roar, 
And yonder howl the hounds : — 

The hounds, that through the echoing wood 
The panting hare pursue ; 
The drums that wake the cry of blood, 
— The voice of Glory too ! 

Here at my feet thy fi-ail remains, 
Unwept, unburied, lie. 
Like victims on embattled plains, 
Forsaken where they die. 

Yet could the Muse, whose sti-ains rehearse 
Thine unregarded doom, 
Enshrine thee in immortal verse, 
Kings should not scorn thy tomb. 

Though brief as thine ray tuneful date. 
When wandering near this spot, 
The sad memorials of thy fate 
Shall never he forgot. 

While doom'd the lingering pangs to feel 
Of many a nameless fear, 
One truant sigh from these I'll Steal, 
And drop one willing tear. 
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The more divinely beautiful fiou art, 
Ijady ! of love's inconstancj beware ; 
Watch, o'er thj charms, and with an angel's care 
O guard thy maiden purity of heart ; 
At every whisper of temptation start ; 
The lightest breathings of onhallow'd aii- 
XiOve's tender, trembling lustoe will imp^r, 
TiU all the light of innocence depart. 



Fresh from the bosom of an Alpine hill, 
When the coy foimtain sparkles into day, 
And sunbeams bathe and brighten in its rill ; 
If here a plant, and there a flower, in play. 
Bending to sip, the little channel fill, 
It ebbs, and languishes, and dies away. 

VOL. II. 11 



»i..,Goo^lf 



Lonely and thoughtful o'er deserted plains, 
I pass ^•ntil melancholy steps and" slow, 
Mine eyes intent to shun, where'er I go, 
The track of man: — from him to hide my pains, 
No refuge save the wildemeBs remains ; 
The curious multitude would quickly know, 
Amidst affected smileiS, the chei'ish'd woe 
That wrings my bosom, 



that the rocks and streams of solitude, 
The vales and woods alone, my griefs might si 
But paths, however secret, wild, and nide, 
I fold not from tormenting passion free ; 
"Where'er I wander, still by Love pursued, 
Wilh Him I hold communion. He with Me. 
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Liberlif ^mliS. 

" My native Genoa ! if witli tearless eye, 
Prone in fjie dust thy beauteous form I see, 
Think not thy .daughter's heart is dead to thee ; 
Twere treason, mj- mother ! here to sigh. 
For here, majestic though in ashes, lie 
Tropliies of valor, skill, and constancy ; 
Here at each glance, each footstep, I descry 
The proud memorials of thy Jove to me. 

" Conquest to noble suffering lost the day, 
And glorious was Ihy vengeance on the foe, 
-— - He saw thee perish, yet not fee! the blow." 
Thus Liberty, exulting on her way, 
Kiss'd the dear relics, mouldering as they lay, 
Andcried, — "Inruius? — Tes! — inslavery? Mo." 
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Thus aaitli the Loi-d ; — "In whom shall Cyprus 
ti-ust, 
With all her crimes, her luxury, and pride? 
In her voluptuous loves wiU she confide, 
Her liarlot-daughters, and her queen of lust ? 
My day is come when o'er her neck in dnst, 
Vengeance and fury shaD triumphant ride, 
Death and captivity the spoil divide, 
And Cyprus perish: — I the Lord am jnst 

" Then he that bought, and he that sold ia thee. 
Thy princely merchants, shall their loss deplore, 
Brothers in ruin as in fraud before ; 
And thou, who madest thy rampart of the sea, 
Less by thy foes cast down than crush'd by Me ! 
Thou, Famagusta ! faD, and rise no more." 
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DEPARTED DATS : 



Days of my childhood, haii ! 
Whose gentle spirits wandering here, 
Down in the visionary vale, 
Before mine eyes appear, 
Benignly pensive, beautifully pale ; 
days for ever fled, for ever dear. 
Days of my childhood, hail ! 

Joys of my early hours ! 

The swallows on the wing. 

The bees among the flowers, 

The butterflies of spring, 

Light as their lovely moments flew. 
Were not more gay, more innocent than you ; 

And fugitive as they, 

Like butterflies in spring. 

Like bees among the flowers, 

Like swallows on the wing, 
How swift, how soon ye paas'd away, 

Joys of my early hours ! 
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The loud Atlantic ocean, 

On Scotland's ragged breast, 

Rocks, with harmonious modoii, 

His weary waves to rest. 

And gleaming round her emerald isles, 

la all the pomp of sunset smiles. 

On that romantie shore 

My parents haU'd their first-born boy : 

A mother's pangs my mother bore, 

My father felt a father's joy ; 

My father, mother, — parents now no more ! 

Beneath the Lion-Star they sleep, 

Beyond the western deep. 
And when the sun's noon-glory crests the waves. 
He shines without a shadow on their graves. * 

Sweet seas, and smiling shores ! 
When no lornado-demon roars, ^ 
Resembling that celestial clime 
Where, with the spirits of the blest, 
Beyond the hurricanes of Time, 
From all their toils my parents rest ; 
There skies, eternally serene. 
Diffuse ambrosial balm ' 
Through sylvan isles for ever green, 

While saints and angels, kindling in his roys, 
On the full glory of tiie Godhead gaze. 
And taste and prove, in that transporting sight, 
Joy without sorrow, without darknws light. 
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Light without darkness, without sorrow jo; 
Oil earth are al! unknown to man ; 
Here, while I roved, a heedless boy, 
Here, while through patha of peace I ran, 
My feet were ves'd with puny snares, 
Jly bosom atung with insect-cares. 
But ah 1 what light and little things 
Arc ch-ildhood's woes! — they break no rest 
Like dew-drops on the skylark's wings, 
While slumbering in his grassy nest, 
Grone in a moment, when he springs 
To meet the mom with open breast, 
As o'er the eastern hills her banners glow, 
And veil'd in mist the valley sleeps below. 

Like him, on these delightful plains, 
I taught, with fearless voice, 
The echoing woods to sound my strains. 
The mountains to rejoice. 
Hail ! to the trees beneath whose shade, 
Sapt into worlds unseen, I stray'd ; 
Hail ! to the stream that puri'd along 
In hoarse accordance to my song ; 
My song that pour'd uneensured lays, 
Tuned to a dying Saviour's praise. 
In numbers simple, wUd, and sweet. 
As wei-e the flowers beneath my feet ; — 
Those flowers are dead, 
Those numbers fled, 
Tet o'er my secret thought, 
From cold Oblivion's silent gloom. 
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Their music to miDe ear is brought, 

Like voices from the tomb. 

As yet in this untainted breast 

No baleful passion buru'd, 

Ambition had not banish'd rest, 

Nor hope had earthward fum'd; 

Proud K«ason still in shadow lay, 

And in my firmament alone, 

Forerunner of the day, 

The dazzling star of wonder shone, 

By whose enchanting ray 

Creation open'd on my earliest tIcw, 

And all was beautiful, for aU was new. 

Too soon my mind's awakening powers 

Made the light slumbers flee, 

Then vanish'd with tbe golden hours. 

The morning dreams of Infancy ; 
Sweet were those slumbers, dear those dreams to me ; 
And yet to mournful Memory lingering here. 
Sweet are those slumbers, and those dreams are dear : 
For hither, from my native clime, 
The hand that leads Orion forth, 
And wheels Arcturus round the nortli, 
Brougbt me, in Life's exulting prime : 
— Blest be that hand ! — Wliether it shed 
Mercies or judgments on my head, 
Extend the sceptre or exalt the iwd, — 
Blest be that hand ! — It is the hand of God, 
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tiring from my long labors among tham as ownar and editor of 
a local Journal |see Ihe general Pre/ace to these JWiinies), there 
were others, especially ladies, wlio oonld iiot conveniently join 
ia tha festiviUea of a dinner-table, but who wished to show ma 
Bome token of kindness on the oocaalon. By these, a few 
■weeks aflsrwarda, 1 was presented witJi a handsome silver ink- 
stand, of home manufacture, ■ for myself and two hundred 
sovereigns fejwarda the expense of renewing a Christiun mission 
by the Uniwd Brethren (or Moravians) In the West Indian 
Island of Tobngo, which had been begun hy my parents in 
the year 1789. The troubles of the Krench Kavolntion soou 
afterwards having reached that colony, the work was abandoned 
in the following yeaf, and my father was compelled to take 
refuge in Baibadoes, where he had been previousiy stationed as 
a minister of the gospel of peace to the Negro-slaves. Before 
his llij;ht, my mother had been released from sharing h(s toils 
ad fi rings on earth, and her bereaved partner had deposited 
h ni 1, to WMt the raaurreotion of the just, in the little 

gard tached to their temporary habitation, there being no 
P ta place for mterment in the Island; — thus taking pos- 
th ugh " hoping against hope,' ' of tlie land where he 
h d so led with her as a stranger for a few months only; — 
Ilk th P ti'jaroh Abraham, whan he bought the cave of Maoh- 
pelah from the oMldren of Heth, to bury his Sarah in, and by 
tiiat earnest of his contract secure the promised Canaan to his 
posterity through many generations, when he liad as yet " none 
inhentance in it; no, not so much as to set his foot on.^^ 

During the war with England which ensued, Tobago fell 
into the hands of our countrymen, and has been held ever 
since fay tiie British Crown. My father, soon aftec his return 

following, the station in the former island, where he had 
broken ground only, remained nnoocnpied for the purpose to 
which it had been consecrated. But Mr. Hamilton, the gentle- 
man at whose invitation, and under whose direct patronage, 
-Die experiment of the mission on his estste had been under- 
taken by my parents, never to the end of his own life lost sight 
of that object; and at his death he bequeathed a considerable 
legacy for its promotion, should the Brethren at a future 
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pariod be emboldenBd to resume their erangeliciiJ labofs 
thura. What tlis som lett by Mr. Hamilton might be, 1 cannot 
now recoliecl, but I bare been informed, fliat it was bo wall 
adminiatered by his repreBSiitatives, that, wben the mission was 
recommenced on Bie reserved spot, that fund amountad to (i 
tUouaand pounds. To this my benafectors added the two hac- 
dred pounds, which they raised to gratify me by a proof of their 
esteem, the most humbling und yet the most exulting that could 
be devised, — namely, by stipulating that their bounty sbonid 
ba appropriated to that sacred serviee, iu wbieb both my parents 
had laid down their hves; accompanied by an earnest ret[ue8t, 
that the settlement, about td be formed in the field of their last 
Iflbora should be called by the name which they bore. This 
was readily granted by the authorities of the Brethten's Church, 
the Elders' Conference at Herrahut, m Germony, who direct 
the ecolesuiGtical aftairs of the body, at home sud abroad, iVom 
Bynod to synod. The mission thus revived in 1825 has gradu- 
ally increased ; and, under the name of " Monigamery; ' with tha 
blessiug of God upon the preaching of the Gospel by his eet- 
vanta there, may it perpatnate, to the end of time, the memory 
of those sainted relatives who left that name to me ! 
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DuEiNG the greater part of the laat forty yeara it 
has been my privilege fo he connected rather aa an 
auxiliary thau a principal, in many a plan for lessen- 
ing the sum of human misery at home and ahi-oad, 
with three gentlemen of this neighborhood, Mr. 
S&MUEL Roberts, Mr. Geoege Benhet, and Mr. 
Rowland Hodgson. Of the two latter I need not 
speak here, because proofe of my esteem for each, 
distincfiy, will he found in the fourth, volume of 
this collection. "With Mr. Roberts, however, it 
happened, that I have been more particularly and 
actively concerned on occasions lii'^er general than 
local, such as tie questions of the Slave Trade and 
Slavery, the State Lottery, and the practice of em- 
ploying climbing boys to sweep chimneys. In these, 
the zeal, the energy, and the indefatigahility, of 
my friend far surpassed any corresponding quali- 
fications which I could exercise in aid of the fre- 
quent causes in which we have been engaged 
together. Though, like Jehonadab's with Jehu's, 
my heart was always with his heart, it was not in 
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every enterpn e that I had the coui'age to accfipt 
his invitation to come up to (him) into the 
chariot ior the adversaiy s wat^Junea, deseryiDg 
his appioach fiom their walls might ti-uly esclaim, 
" His dnving is like the dnving of the son of Nim- 
shi, for he diiveth (unouilj When, however, I 
could not do this I girded mynelf up to run along- 
side of him fill I couU no more keep pace with his 
speed . I then followed him ts fdr aa my breath and 
sti^ngth would carry me. Among those who know 
iiim best, and esteem him proportionately, though I 
may perhaps call myself the foremost, — having, 
more thwi any otlier individual, had opportunities of 
understanding his motives, and judging his public 
conduct by these, — I must not attempt, in this place, 
" to give him honor due," further than by simply 
recording my own obligations to him, for having, 
by his intrepidity and example on some trying occa^ 
sions, caused me to do a little less harm, and a little 
more good in my generation, than I should otherwise 
have had forbearance in tlie one case to avoid, or 
foi-titude in the other to undertake. 

This intluence was more especially ascendant ovei" 
my natural indolence and timidity, in our joint 
efforts through a series of years to rouse the coun- 
ti'y, and lo persuade the legislature against " the 
State Lotteiy" as a system of legalized gambling, 
and "the employment of climbing boys (o sweep 
chimneys as a system of home-slavery." 

In refei-ence to the former I may here state, that 
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it had been die practice, so long as I can remember, 
for the piiblishei's of newspapera to procure lottery 
tickets for persons who applied for them, from any of 
the offices with wliich they had current aflcounta for 
advertising. 

From 1794, when I entered upon the property of 
the Sheffield Ms till 1801 or 1802, I was in tlie 
habit of executing such commissions to a very small 
amount annually. I know not what lottery specula^ 
tiona may have been made otherwise in this neigh- 
borhood ; but if my sales were the standard of prob- 
abilities, in 30 obscure a cnse, little of tbe money 
that was got upon the anvil was thrown into the fire, 
for the purchase of blanks, where prizes were con- 
templated in reversion. 

Once, however, about the above-mentioned date, 
1 had the misfortune to sell tbe sLsteentb of a ticket 
which turned up a prize of tweiili/ thousand pounds, 
the price to be p^d for the share, I think, was 23*. 
6rf., and the person who bespoke it had left a guinea 
towards payment, as the market price could not 
be ascertained till the voucher came from London. 
Accoi-dingly I received it with a few others T^hjch 
had been ordered in like manner, and pledges de- 
posited. These, with the exception of that particu- 
lar one, were duly fetched by the parlies who had 
bespoken them. In those days the registering of 
tickets and shares was entirely done in the metro- 
politan offices, the names and addresses of the ad- 
venturers being transmitted from the country by 
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their respective correspondenta. Whatever then 
might be the late or the fortune of tlie numbers de- 
livered by me, I knew nothing of the event unless 
the buyers themselves informed me, which they usu- 
ally did when the prizes were small ones, and al- 
most as usually exchanged them for new ventures in 
the current or next lottery, paying the difference, 
which was necessarily on the losing side (the schemes 
being ingeniously contriyed to effect that), till a blank 
made amends for all, — if it happened to cure the lot- 
tery-fit, though that kind of fever being intermittent, 
patients oace affected were fearfully liable to returns. 
In the case above mentioned the share remained 
week after week uncalled for in my desk, while the 
drawing continued, and till it -was nearly at an end. 
In fact, I had given it up as a bad speculation of roy 
own, so far as what was due upon it had been haz- 
arded to a stranger, concluding, that it must have 
beea drawn a blank, and that my customer would 
take no more trouble about it. I well recollect 
throwing it aside among some indifferent papers, and 
muttering to myself, — "There lies half-a-crown." 
Oae evening, however, a man from a village in Der- 
byshire called upon me in considerable agitation, and 
presented an open letter, addressed to a female in 
whose name the share had been i-egistered at the 
office (Nicholson's) in London, announcing that the 
ticket had been drawn a prize of twenty thousand 
pounds, with a hint, that, when the lady received the 
money, it was hoped she would remember the clerks 
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in tlie office. Till then the stud lady did not so much 
as know tlie number of whieli a sixteenth had been 
thus registered to her. I was not a little bewildered 
myself at first, scarcely remembering when I had 
last seen the predous scrap of paper; and, doubting 
whether the intelligence were not a hoax, and witetlier 
the applicant, who professed himself a relation of 
the owner, were a true man. But, having found the 
shai-e, and ascei-tained the otlier points, I delivered it 
into the messenger's hands, and received the small 
balance due to me upon it, I was afterwards told, 
that the guinea that had been paid to me hi advance 
was put into the lottery " for luck's sake," having 
been found unexpectedly in a paper with some 
su^u'-candy, in a neglected drawer. The fortunate 
recoverer of tiie unredeemed prize that had fallen to 
her, lite one of the forgotten tilings which the moon 
has been said to contain, 

" Where heroes' wits sire kept in poiideronB vEisoa, 
And beaux' in siiulf-bojtes and tweezer-onsea," 

(ii<^ of the Ijock, cruito y-) 

proved to be a very respectable matron in good 
circumstances, and of prudent habits. Instead of 
eagerly seizing the spoil at the expense of the small 
discount, she waited till the money was full due, and 
never afterwards, so far as I waa concerned, risked' 
more than the price of another sixteenth at once in 
a lottery or two following. 

But the strangenesses of this great event in pro- 

VOL, 11, 12 



»i..,Goo^lf 



178 THOUGHTS OK "WHEELS. 

vineial lottery annals did not end liere. Tlie aue- 
ceasful ticket had been distributed, if I rightly re- 
member, entirely in sixteenths, and sold in different 
parts of the kingdom. Tliis being blazoned in all 
the newspapers, occasioned an extraordinary demand 
for shares in the ensuing lottery, and mine being 
deemed " a Lucky OtBce," commissions came pour- 
ing upon me ia a manner and multitude beyond pre- 
cedent. These I was enabled to supply on a new 
plan, which, I confess, I thought very hazardous to 
[the metropolitan office keepers, who, avaihng them- 
selves of this " tide " in Uie sea of bubbles, took it " at 
the flood," not doubting that it would " lead on to 
fortune " in their " affairs." Accordingly they ap- 
pointed agencies throughout tiie country, and one of 
these being offered to me by a first-rata house, I ac- 
cepted it as a mere matter of business, and for sever- 
al years I was in the habit of disposing from twenty 
to fifty times as many tickets and shares as I had 
ever done before. Besides the small commission on 
the amount sold, being from that time allowed the 
perquisite for registering the numbers myself, and 
communicating the results to my customers, 1 received 
from day to day the lists of the drawings, and became 
practically acquainted with the risks and the returns, 
— indeed so well acquainted, thai, during the term of 
my agency, I was never for a moment tempted to haz- 
ard a shilling on a turn of the wheels for myself. On 
one occasion only, when the drawing was to be 
closed on an early day, and I had to send back to 
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my principals the unsold shares in my hands, I re- 
tained two eighths in expectation of having calls for 
them before the last di-awing. One was sold, tlie 
other remained with me, but proving a small prize I 
escaped comparatively unscathed. 

Now of all the thousands in every variety of 
numbers which passed through my htaids, including 
sold and returned, I do not recollect more tlian tliree 
shares of prizes above 25?. — namely, two of 50/. 
and a third of 1201.; the former disposed of, tlic 
latter sent back. I thought at first that the rage 
for this losing game would soon abate of itself. I 
was mistaken ; and though after a year or t to 't vas 
less prodigally and promiscao sly yet t wa n ore 
steadily pureued by regular customers to 1 on tl e 
habitual stimulus became as ne e. a y to pr ok 
and appease, while in both oases t mocked he 
" auri sacra fames" as dra n 1 k ^ ^■'"1 "i m 
eating are to diseased appe te^ of ano he kn d 
In addition to these perenn als there v an a u I 
succeasipn of inexperienced votar es of ell 1 o 
came tuid tried, and withdrew whe tl ey hid g o n 
wiser or warier at a reastnible cost. Ai d he I 
must observe that the groasei e ils of lo ter es fl 
grant as they were in the metropohs, came not 
within my observation hei-e ; what I knew personally 
of tlie original sin of the System was learned by its 
ordinary effects. My dealings were principally 
with persons in moderate circum stances, yet with a 
considerable proportion of work-people and others 
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who might have invested their snaall savings (if 
savings they were) on much better securities than 
the notes wliich my bank issued. It was one of flie 
lame pleas of the State Lottery in Parliament, thai, 
after the suppression of the infamous insurance- 
offices — which never existed here — there remained 
no longei' a snare to tempt the poor to take tlis 
royal way to riches, the lowest fraction of a ticket 
in the market being beyond their power of purchase. 
Whatever the a&e might be m London, the nch in 
this neighborhood, if tliej speculated at aJl, did not 
come to me. One of tliese, a fnead of mine, told 
me that he had obtimed an eighth of a 20,000?., 
and I heard of anothei, who was said to have hid a 
sixteenth of a 10,000? pnze On this part of the 
subject, from an aiticle in mynewapapei ot llarch 
25, 1817, in which I questioned lome atatemente 
made by high authorities m the House of Commons, 
I may quote a m'mormdum, thit, m thiee lotteiies 
drawn in 1803 I 'sold, Whole Tickets — woi mie; 
Halves — one; Qaaiters — tioenii/, Eighths — f*gkty- 
eight; Sixteenths — five'kundied anA stxty-six' and 
in previous yeais far giPater numbers ot the latter ; 
many, very ta-my of which weie bought by poor 
people." 

Familiarity with aome kinds of sin deadens the 
consciousness of it. This «t< not the ci.se with me 
in reference to the State Lottery. It was famUiarity 
with it which conviaced me of the sia of dealing in 
its deceptive wares. I wte occasionally surprised to 
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buy hope, and I sold them disappointment ! — It ivoa 
tbis very thought pasamg tlirougb my mind like a 
flash of lightning, in the veiy words, and leaving an 
iudelible impression (deepening with every recur- 
rence of the haunting idea), which decided a long- 
meditated but often procrastinated purpose ; and I 
said to myself, at length, " I will immediately ^vo 
up tbis trafBc of delusion." I did so, and from that 
moment never sold another shai'e. 

This, however, was only cutting off the left hand 
of a profitable sin, while with the right I was still 
accepting the bire of iniquity. The proprietors of 
newspapers do not deem themselves responsible for 
the contents of advertisements which appear on 
tlieir pages, so long as these are free fram libellous, 
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immoral, or blasphemous matter. During (Le palmy 
dajs of the Stat« Lottery, ami even when it began 
to fall into disrepute, the office keepers were among 
tlie most liberal contributora of such precious arti- 
cles to the public journals. The columns of mine 
wei-e never much burdened with these opima spolia, 
— wealth won without labor of the hands or the 
bi-ains, gratuitously bestowed, collected at little risk, 
and small additional expense in tlie economy of the 
priating ofBce. Lottery advertisements, therefore, 
formed a considerable proportion of die very moder- 
ate amount of pecuniary means, by which I was 
enabled, under many disadvantages, some local, and 
others persoual, to m^ntMn my paper at aU. But 
when myfKend Mr. Roberts and I, several years after 
my relinquishment of lottery sales, determined to 
attack the great state evil itself with open, uacompro- 
inising hostility, I felt that I could not consistently, 
nor indeed houestly support him ia his plans of 
agression, while I was an actual accessory before 
the fact to the mischiefs which it was perpetrating 
throughout the length and breadth of the land, and 
especially so far as I was implicated, within the 
range of my editorial influence. The question had 
long troubled me in secret; but, as in the former 
case, a final decision upon it was defeiTed, till my 
friend one day unexpectedly attacked me with a 
recommendation to renounce all connection with 
" the accursed thing," which we both had now made 
up our minds to hold up to public abhorrence and 
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reprobation. The counsel was hard to a person in 
■ay circumstances : conscience and cupidity had a 
iharp conflict ; but the battle was not a drawn one ; 
ihe better prindple prevailed ; and after the autumn 
af 1816 I never admitted another lottery advertise- 
ment into my paper. Nor did I ever, for one mo- 
ment, I'epent the sacrifice. 

From that time till the abandonment of the State 
Lottery by government itself in 1824, Mr. Eoberta 
and I in various ways, but principally by para- 
graphs and philippics in my columns, and pamphlets 
from my press, waged a desultory warfare with 
those ministers of the day and their supporters in 
Parliament who persisted in employing these unhal- 
bwed means of recruiting the revenue. With the 
late Lord Lyttelton (then Mr. Lyttelton) and other 
members of the House of Commons who held the 
same sentiments as ourselves on the subject, we had 
frequent correspondence ; nor did the Chaneelior of 
the Exchequer (otherwise one of the most upright 
and conscientious statesmen of the age) escape the 
annoyance of our remonstrances and sohcitations. 
In March, 1817, we promoted a petition to Parha- 
ment from Shefiield against this national nuisance. 
"Whether this example was followed at that time 
by any other towns I do not remember. Wo know, 
however, that our various labors were not alto- 
gether in vain, — but that two obscure individuals 
in a remote part of the kingdom, by strenuous per- 
severance ia advocating a good cause, cantributed 
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something (however little it may have been) to- 
wards the removal of the greatest plague that ever 
infested the country in the shape of a tax, upon the 
poverty, the morals, and the happiness of the people. 

In 18J7 Mr. Koberto published The SltUe Lot- 
tery, a Dream, a work of startling eccentricity in its 
plan, and no small ingemiilj in tie execution. Its 
frontispiece, i«presenting A Petty State Lottery 
within the walls of Christ's Hospital, in which not 
the drawers only, but all the adventurers, were chil- 
dren of that venerable establishment, was not without 
its effect in abating one of the most plausible but 
pernicious exhibitions at Guildhall and elsewhere, 
in the annual pantomime of The Grand State Lottery. 

My Thoughts on "Wheels were but the glim- 
mering tail of my friend's porfentous comet. The 
latter, having long ago passed its perihelion, is no 
more visible in the literary hemisphere; and the 
former would have disappeared with it, had not the 
last seclion, the address To Britain, been deemed 
worlhy of preservation by judges more competent to 
dedde upon its claims than the public will allow an 
author to be in his own case. 
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THE COMBAT. 

Op old whori iiery ivarriors met, 
On edge of steel their lives were set ; 
Eye watching eye, shield crossing shield, 
Foot wedged to foot, they fought the field. 
Dealt and withstood as many strokes 
As might have feU'd two forest-oaks, 
Till one, between the harness-joiiit. 
Felt the resistless weapon's point 
Quick through his heart, — and in a flood 
Pour'd his hot spirit witJi his Mood. 

The victor, lising from the hlow 
That laid his brave assailant low. 
Then blush'd not fi'om his height to bend, 
Foully a gallant deed to end ; 
Eat whirl'd iu fetters round the plain, 
"Whirl'd at his chariot wheels, tie slain ; 
Beneath the silent curse of eyes, 
That look'd for vengeance to the skies ; 

(185) 



»i..,Goo^lf 



. THOUGHTS ON WHEELS. 

While shame, that could not reach the deail, 
PouHd its whole vial on Ms head. 

Who falls in honorable strife 
Sm-renders nothing hut hia life ; 
Who basely triumphs casts away 
The glory of the well-won day ; 
— Rather than feel the joy he feeJs, 
Commend me to his chariot wheels. 
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THE CAR OF JUGGERNAUT. 

On plains beneath the morning star, 
Lo ! Juggernaut's stupendous car ; 
So high aad menacing its size, 
The Tower of Babel seems fo rise ; 
Darkening the air, its shadow spreads 
O'er thrice an huudi-ed thousand heads ; 
Darkening the soul, it strikes a gloom, 
Dense aa the eight beyond the tomb. 
Full in mid-heaven, when morlal eye 
Up this huge fabric cKmha the sky, 
The Idol scowls, in dragou-pride, 
Like Satan's conscience deified ; 
— 8ata,n himself would scorn to ape 
Divinity in such a shape; 

Breijting the billows of the crowd, 
As countless, turbulent, and loud 
Aa surges on the windwarf shore, 
That madly foam, and idly roar ; 
The' unwieldy wain compels its covirse, 
Crusliiug resistance down by force ; 
It creaks, and groans, and grinds along, 
*Midst shrieks and prayers, — 'midst dance and S' 
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"Witli orgies in tlie eye of noon, 
Such as would turn fo biood tlie moon ; 
Impieties so bold, so black, 
The stars to shun them would reel back ; 
And secret honvars, which the Sun 
Would put on sackcloth to see doae. 
Thrice happy they, whose headlong souls, 
Where'er the'' enormous ruin rolls, 
Cast their frail bodies on the stones, 
Pave its red track with crashing bones. 
And pant and struggle for the fate 
— To die beneath the sacred weight. 

" fools and mad ! " your Christians c 
Tet wise, methinks, ore those who die : 
For me, — if Juggernaut were God, 
Eather than wiithe beneath his rod : 
Either than live his devotee, 
And bow to such a brute the knee ; 
Rather than be his favorite priest, 
Wallow in wantonness, and fexist 
On tears and blood, on groans and cries, 
The fume and fat of sacrifice ; 
Eather than share his love, ■— or wratli ; 
I'd flingmy carcass in his patli, 
And almost bless his name, to feel 
Tlie murdering merey of his whe(il. 



»i..,Goo^lf 



THOUGHTS ( 



TUB INQUISITION. 

There was in Christendom, of yore, 

— And would to heaven it were no more ! — 
There was an Inquisition- Court, 

Where priestcraft made the demons sport ; 

— Priestci-afl, — in form a giant monk. 
With wine of Rome's pollutions drunk. 
Like captive Samson, hound and blind, 
In chains and darkness of the mind. 
There ahow'd such feats of strengOi and skill 
As made it charity to kill, 

And well the blow of death might pass 

For what he call'd it — coup de grace ; 

While in his little iiell on earth. 

The foul fiends quaked amidst their mirlh : — 

But not like him, who to the skies 

Turn'd the dark embers of his eyes, 

(Where lately hurn'd a fire divine, 

Where still it bum'd, but could not shine,) 

And won by violence of prayer 

(Hope's dying accents in despair), 

Power to demolish, from its base, 

Dagon's proud fane, on Dagon's race ; 
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Not thus like Samson ; — false of heart, 
Tlie tonsured juggler play'd his part, 
God's law in GSod's own name made void, 
Men for their Saviour's sake destroy'd, 
Made pure religion his pretence 
To rid the earth of innocence ; 
While Spirits from the' infei-nal flood 
Cool their parch'd tongues in martyrs' hlood. 
And half forgot their stings and flames 
In conning, at those hideous games, 
Lessons, — which he who taught sliould know 
How well tliey had heen learn'd below. 

Among the engines of his power 
Most dreaded in the frying hour. 
When impotent were fire and steel. 
All but almighty was the Wheel, 
Whose harrowing revolution wruEg 
Confession from the slowest tongue ; 
From joints unlock'd made secrets stai't, 
Twined with the coi'dage of the heart ; 
From muscles in convulsion drew 
I&iowledge the sufferer never knew ; 
From fiiiling flesh, in Nature's spite. 
Brought deeds that ne'er were done to light ; 
From snapping sinews wrench'd the he. 
That g^n'd the victim leave to die ; 
When self-accused, — condemn'd at length, 
His only crime was want of strength ;. 
From holy hands with joy he turn'd. 
And kiss'd the stake at which he burn'd. 
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But from the man, of soul sublime, 
Who lived above the world of time, 
Fervent in faith, in conscience clear, 
Who knew to love, — but not to fear ; 
Wlien every artifice of pain 
Was wasted on his limbs in vain, 
And baffled craelty could find 
No hidden passage to his mind. 
The Wheel extorted nought in death, 
Except — for^veness, and his breath. 

Such a victorioas death to die 
Were prompt translation to the sky ; 

— Tet with the weakest, I would meet 
Backs, scourges, flames, and count them sweet; 
Nay, might I choose, I would not 'scape 

" The question," put in any shape, 
Rather than sit in judgment there. 
Where the stern bigot fills the chair : 

— Bather than turn his torturing Wheel, 
Give me its utmost stretch to feel. 
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THE STATE LOTTEBY. 

Escaped ixom ancient battle-fleld, 
Though neilLer with, nor on my shield ; 
Escaped — how terrihle tiie thought 
Even of escape ! — from Ju^eroaut ; 
Escaped from ten-fold worse perdition 
In dungeons of the Inquisition; 
with what ecstasy I stand 
Once more on Albion's refuge-land I 

witli what gratitude I bare 
My bosom to that island-air, 
"Whicli tyrants gulp and cease to be, 
Which slaves inhale and slaves are free ! 
For though the wheels, behincl my baflk, 
Still seem to rumble in my track, 
Their sound is music on the breeze ; 

1 dare them all to cross the seas : 

— Nay, should they reach our guarded co;ist 
Like Pharaoh's chariots and his hoat, 
Monks, Bramins, warriors, swoln and dead, 
Axies and orbs in wrecks were spread. 

And are there on this holy ground 
No wheeb to trail the vanquish'd found ? 
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None, framed the liyiug boues lo break, 
Or rend the nerves for conscience' sake ? 
No : — Britons scorn the' uuiiallow'd touch, 
They will not use, nor suffer such ; 
Alike they shun, with fearless heait, 
The victim's and tormentor's part. 

Yet here are wheels of feller kind. 
To drag in chains the captive mind ; 
To crush, beneath their horrid load, 
Hearts panting prostrate on the road ; 
To wind desire from spoke to spoke. 
And break the spirit stroke by stroke. 

"Where Gog and Magog, Iiondon's pride, 
O'er city bankruptcies preside ; 
Stone-blind at nisi prius sit, 
Hearken stone-deaf to lawyers' wit ; 
Or scow! on men, that play the beasts 
At Common HaUs and Lord Mayors' feasts, 
When venison or the public cause, 
Taxes or turtle, stretch their jaws : 
There, — in a whisper be it said, 
Lest honest Beckford shake his head ; 
Lest Chatham, with indignant cheek, 
Start from his pedestal and speak ; 
Lest Chatham's son in marble groan, 
As if restored to skin and bone ; * 

■ These lines refer to the statues of Britisli worthies whii 
Aota the Guildhall of London. 
VOL. 11. 13 
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There, — si>eak, — speak out, — abandon fear ; 
Let both the dead and living hear ; 

— The dead, that they may blush for shame 
Amidst their monumental fame ; 

— The living, that, forewam'd of fate, 
Conscience may force them, ere too late, 
Those "Wheels of infamy to shun, 
Which thousands touch, and are undone. 

There, — built by legislative handa, 
On Christian ground, an altar stands. 

— " Stands ? gentle Poet, tell me where ? " 
Go to Guildhall ; — "It stands not there I " 
True ; — 'tis my br^n that raves and reels 
Whene'er it turns on Lottery Wheels ; 
Such things in youth can I recall 

Nor think of thee, — of thee, GuildhaH ? 
Where erst I play'd with glittering schemes, 
And lay entranced in golden dreams ; 
Bright round my head those bubbles broke, 
Poorer from every dream I 'woke ; 
Wealth came, — hut not the wealth I sought; 
Wisdom was wealth to me ; and taught 
My feet to miss thy gates, -— tliat lay. 
Like toU-bara on the old " broad way," 
Where pilgrims paid, — grief to tell ! 
Tribute for going down to hell. 

Long on thy floor an altar stood, 
To human view unstain'd with blood, 
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But red and foul in Heaven's pure eyes, 
Groaning with infant sawiflce, 
From year to year; — till sense or shame, 
Or some strange cause without a name, 
— 'T was not the cry of ianoeeoce, — 
Drove such abomination thence : 
Thence drove it, — but desfroy'd it not; 
It blackens some obscurer spot ; 
Obscurer, — yet so well defined, 
Thither the blind may lead the blind. 
While heralds shout in every ear, 
" This is the temple, — worship here." 
Thither the deaf may read their way ; 
'Tie plain; — Xofi7idil,go aUray! 
Tliither the lame, on wings of paper, 
May come to nothing, like a vapor; 
Thither may all the world repair ; 
A word, a wish, will waft you there ; 
And, O so smootli and steep the track, 
'Tia worth your life to venture back ; 
Easy the step to Cooper^ IfaU,* 
As headlong from a clifi* to fall ; 
Hard to recover from the shock, 
As hroken-limb'd to climb a rock. 

There, built by legislative hands, 
Our counti-y's shame, an altar slands ; 
Not votive brass, nor hallow'd stone. 
Humbly inscribed — " To God unknown ; " 
• Where the Stale Lottery was di'awn for many yeavs. 
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Though sure, if earth afford a space 
For such an altar, here 'e the place ; 

— Not breathing incense in a shrine, 
"Where liumaa art appears divine, 

And man by his own skill hath wrought, 
So bright an image of his thought, 
That nations, barbarous or refined. 
Might worahip there the' immortal mind, 
That gave their ravish'd eyes lo see 
A meteor glimpse of Deity ; 
A ray of Nature's purest light, 
Shot through tlie gulf of Pagan night, 
Daazling, — but leaving darkness more 
Profoundly blinding than before. 

— Ah ! no such power of genius calls 
Sublime devotion to these walls ; 

No pomp of art, surpassing praise, 

Britannia's altar here displays ; 

A money-changer's table, — spread 

"With hieroglyphics, black and red, 

Exhibits, on deceitfiil scrolls, 

" The price of Tickets," — and of Souls ; 

For thus are Souls to market brought, 

Earter'd for vanity, — for nought ; 

Till the poor venders find the cost, 

— Time to eternal ^es lost I 

No sculptured idol decks the place. 
Of such excelling form and fiice, 
That G-recian pride might feign its birth 
A statue fallen from heaven to earth ; 
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The goddess here is best deaign'd, 
— A flimsy harlol, bold and blind ; 
Invisible to standers-by, 
And yet in every-body's eye ! 
FoETUNE her name ; — a gay deceiver, 
Ctieat as she may, the crowd believe her ; 
And she, abuse her aa they will, 
Showers on the crowd her iavors still : 
For 'tis the bliss of botji to be 
Themselves unseen, and not to see ; 
Had she discemmenf, — pride would scout 
The homage of her motley rout ; 
Were she reveal'd, — the poorest slave 
Would blush to be her luckiest knave. 

Not good OLD POKTTiME here we acorn, 
In classic fable heavenly born ; 
She who for nothing deigns to deal 
Heir blanks and pi-izes from Owe Wheel ; 
And who, like Justice, wisely blind, 
Scatters her bounties on mankind 
With such a broad, impartial aim. 
If none will praise her, none should blame ; 
For were ten thousand fancies tried, 
Wealth more discreetly to divide 
Among the craving race of man. 
Wit could not frame a happier plan. 

Here 'tis her Counterfeit, who reigns 
O'er haunted heads and moon-struck brains : 
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A Two-wheel'd Jade, admired by sots, 
Wlio flings, /or cash in hand, her lots 
To those, who, fiun " their luck to try," 
Sell Hope, and DisappoiHtment buy. 
The wily sorceress here reveals, 
"With proud parade, her mystic Wheels ; 

— Those Wheels, on which the nation runs 
Over tlie morals of its Sons ; 

— Those Wheels, at which the nation draws 
Through shouting streets its broken laws ! 
Engines of plotting Fortune's skill 

To lure, entangle, torture, kill. 

Behold her, in imperial pride, 

King, Lords, and Commons at her side ; 

Arm'd with authority of state, 

The pubUe peace to violate ; 

Moi'e might be told, — but not by me 

Must this " eternal blazon " be. 

Between her Wheels, the Phantom stands, 

With Syren voice, and Harpy hands : 

She turns the' enchanted axle round ; 

Forth leaps the " twenty THOusi.Ni> pound ! ' 

That " twenty thousand " ojie has got ; 

— But twenty thousand more have not. 
These curse her to her face, deplore 

Their loss, then-— take her word once more ; 

Once more deceived, they rise like men 

Bravely resolved, — to try again ; 

Ag^n they fail ; — ^ain trepann'd. 

She mocks them with her sleight of hand ; 
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Still fired with rage, with avarice ateel'd, 
Perish thej may, but never yield ; 
They woo ter till their latest breath, 
Then snatcli their prize — a blank in death. 

The priests, that in her temple wait, 
Her minor ministers of fate. 
Like Dian's silversmiths of old. 
True to (he craft that brings them gold. 
Lungs, limbs, and pens unwearied ply 
To puff their Gtoddesa to the sky ; 
that their puffi could .^ Her there, 
Who builds such castles in the air, 
And in the malice of her mirth 
Lets them to simpletons on earth ! 

— Who steals the rainbow's peaceful form, 
But is the demon of the stonn ; 

— Assumes a star's benignant mien, 
But wears a comet's tail unseen ; 

— Who smiles a Juno to the crowd, 
But all that wia her catch a cloud, 
And, doom'd Ixion's fate to feel. 
Are whirl'd upon a giddier wheeL 

— that her priest couid fix her there. 
Whose breath and being are but air ! 
Yet not for this their spells they try, 
They bawl to keep herj^Twre the sky, 
A harmless meteor in that sphere ; 

A baleful Ignis fotuus here. 

With wandering and bewildering light, 

To cheer, and then confound the sight, 
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Guide tbe lom traveller, — then betray, 
Where Death in ambush lurks for prey. 

Fierce, but familiar, at their call, 
The veriest fiend of Satan's lall; 
— The fiend that tempted him to stake 
Heaven's bliss against the burning lake ; 
— The fiend, that tempted him.^ain, 
To burst the darkness of his den, 
And risk whate'er of wrath untried 
EterDal justice yet couid hide, 
For one transcendent chance, by sin, 
Man and his new-made world to win ; 
— That flead, while Satan play'd his part 
At Eve's fond ear, assail'd her heart. 
And tempted her to hazard more 
Than fellen Angels lost before ; 
They ruin'd but themselves — her crime 
Brought death on all the race of time : 
— That fiend comes forth, like JStna's flame; 
The SPIRIT OF GAMBLING call his name ; 
So flusb'd and terrible in power, 
The Priests themselves he would devour; 
But straight, by Act of Parliament, 
Loose through the land his plagues are sent. 
The Polypus himself divides, 
A legion issues from his aides ; 
Ten thousand shapes he wears at will, 
In every shape a devil still ; 
Eager and restless lo be known 
By any mark, except his own ; 
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la aiiy, earthly, heavenly guise, 
No maii«r, — if it strike the eyes ; 
Tet ever at the cliak of pelf, 
He starts, and shrinks into himself: 

— A traitor now, witli face of truth, 
He dupes the innocence of youth ; 

A shrewd pretender, smooth and sage, 
He tempts the avarice of age ; 
A wizard, versed in damned arls. 
He trammels uncorrupted hearts ; 
He lulls Suspicion, Sense waylays. 
Honor and Honesty betrays, 
Finds Virtue sleeping, and by stealth 
Beguiles her with a dream of wealth ; 
Till rich and poor, fill fools and wise, 
Haste to the headlong sacrifice. 
Gaze till they slip into the snare ; 

— Angels might weep to see them there ; 
Then to the Lottery Wheels away, 

The sFiiiiT OF GAMiitiMQ drags his prey. 



Hail to the fiery bigot's rack ! 
Hail Juggernaut's destructive track ! 
Hail to the warrior's iron car ! 
But 0, be Lottery Wheels afer ! 
I'll die by torture, war, disease, 
I '11 die — by any Wheels but these ! 
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TO BKITAIN. 

I LOVE Thee, my native lale ! 
Dear as my mother's eai'liest smile ; 
Sweet as my father's voice to me 
Is all I hear, and all I see, 
When, glancing o'er thy beauteous land, 
In view thy Public Virtues stand, 
The Guardian-angels of thy coast. 
Who wat«h the dear domestic Hasl, 
The Searfs Affections, pleased to i-oam 
Avound the quiet heaven of Home, 

I love Thee, — when I mark thy soil 
Flourish beneath the peasant's toil, 
And from its lap of verdure throw 
Treasures which neither Indies know. 

I love Thee, — when I hear around 
Thy looms, and wheels, and anvils sound, 
Thine engines heaving all their force. 
Thy waters laboring on their course. 
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And arts, and industry, and wealtli 
Exulting in tlie joys of healtli. 

I lore Thee, — when I trac« thy tale 
To the dim point where records fail ; 
Thy deeds of old renown inspire 
My bosom with our fathers' fire ; 
A proud inheritaoce I claim 
Tn all their sufFeriogs, all their fame ; 
Nor less delighted, when I stray 
Down History's lengthening, widening way, 
And hail Thee in thy present hour. 
From the meridian arch of power, 
Shedding the lustre of thy reign, 
Lite sunshine, over land and main. 

I love Thee, — when I read the lays 
Of British bards, in elder days. 
Till rapt on visionary wings, 
High o'er thy diffe my spirit sings : 
For I, amidst thy living choir, 
I, too, can touch the sacred lyi-e. 

I love Thee, — when I contemplate 
The full-orb'd grandeur of thy state ; 
Thy laws and liberties, that rise, 
MiHi's noblest works beneath the skies, 
To which the Pyramids are tame, 
And Grecian temples bow their ferae ; 
These, thine iramorfaJ sages wrought 
Out of the deepest mines of thought ; 
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These, on. the scaffold, in the field, 

Thy warviovs won, thy pati'iots seal'd ; 

These, at the parrieida! pyre, 

Tby martyrs sanctified in fire, 

And, with the generous blood they spilt, 

Wash'd fram thy soil their murderers' guilt, 

Cancell'd the curse which Vengeance sped. 

And left a blessing in its si«ad. 

— Can words, can numbers count the price, 

Paid for thfe little Paradise ? 

Never, O ! never be it lost ; 

The land is vimi,h the price it cost. 

I love Thee, — when thy Sabbath dawns 
O'er woods and mountains, dales and lawns, 
And streams, that sparkle while they run. 
As if their fountmn were the Sun ; 
When, hand in hand, thy tribes repair, 
Each to their chosen liouse of prayer, 
And all in peace and freedom call 
On him, who is the Lord of all, 

I love Thee, — when my soul can feel 
The seraph-ardora of thy zeal ; 
Thy charities, to none confined, 
Bless, like the sun, the rain, the wind ; 
Thy schools the human brute shall r^se. 
Guide erring youth in wisdom's ways, 
And leave, when we are turn'd to dust, 
A generation of the just. 
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I love Thee, — when I see thee stand 
The hope of every other land ; 
A sea-mark in lie tide of time, 
Rearing to heaven thy brow sublime ; 
Whence beama of Gospel-splendor shed 
A saered halo round thine head ; 
And Gentiles from afar behold 
(Not as on Sinai's rocks of old) 
God, — from eternity conceal'd, — 
In his own hght, on Thee reveal'd. 

I love Thee, — when I hear thy voice 
Bid a despairiag world rejoice, 
And loud from shpre to shore proclaim. 
In every tongue, Messiah's name ; 
That name, at which, from sea to sea, 
All nations yet shall bow the knee. 

I love Thee ■. — next to heaven above, 
Land of my fathers ! thee I love ; 
And, rail thy slanderers as they wHI, 
"WilhaU thy/awftsllove Thee"atill:- 
For faults thou. hast, of heinous size; 
Repent, renounce them, ere they rise 
la judgment ; — ■ lest thine ocean-wall 
"With boundless ruin i-ound thee fell, 
And that, which was thy mightiest stay. 
Sweep all thy roeka like sand away. 

Yes, thou hast feults of heinous size. 
From which I turn with weeping eyes ; 
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On these let thein that hate Thee dwell : 

"Yet mte I spare not, — one I tell, 

Tell with a whisper in thine ear ; 

Oh ! might it wring thy heai't with fear ! 

Oh ! that my weakest word might roll, 

Like heaven's own thunder, through thy soul ! 

There is a lie in thy right hand ; 
A bribe, corrupting all the land ; 
There is within thy gates a pest^ 
— Gold and a Babyhrdsh vest ; 
Not hid in shame-concealing shade, 
But broad against the Sun display'd. 
These, — tell it not, — it must he told ; 
These from thy Lottery "Wheels are sold ; 
Sold, — and (hy children, train'd to sin. 
Hazard both worlds these plagues to win ; 
Nay, thy deluded statesmen stake 
Thyself, — and lose Thee for their sake ! 
— Lose Thee ? — They skaU not ; — He, whose \\ 
Is Nature's law, preserves Thee still ; 
And while the' uplifted bolt impends. 
Que warning more his merey sends. 

Britain ! O my country ! bring 
Forth from thy camp the' accursed thing; 
Consign it to remoi'seless Are ; 
Watch till the latest spark expire. 
Then cast the ashes on the wind, 
Nor leave one atom-wreck behind. 
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So may thy wealtli and power in«r 
So may thy people dvyell in peace ; 
On Thee the' Almighty's glory rest 
And all the world in Thee be blest. 
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INTEODUCTIOK 



In the summer of 1807, a local association for the 
purpose of "superseding the employment of Climb- 
ing Boys in sweeping chimneys, and bettoring the 
condition of those who were already so engaged," 
was established in Sheffield. Through three-aad- 
thirty years, that object has been kept in view, 
though many and long interruptions have crippled 
or retarded our active exertions towards the desired 
aecompUshment. But our interest in the subject, 
and our sympathy towards the infantine and juvenile 
victims of so unnatural a practice, have been period- 
ically quickened, on every return of Easter Monday, 
when a good dinner has been given by our small 
Committee to all the Climbing Children of this dis- 
trict. The change, — which this attention to their 
welfare has granlually occasioned in the personal 
appearance, decent behavior, and improved intelli- 
gence (most of them having been Sunday scholars) 
of the successive generations of these poor creatures, 
which have passed before us during that period, — 

(211) 
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has been very creditaWe to their Masters and very 
encoura^ng to ourselves under the disheartening 
hinderances to our progress, in attempting otherwise 
to lessen the evils of the occupation in our own 
neighborhood, and the repeated failures of our en- 
deavors to obtain legislative redress for fl.e grievance 
itself throughout the whole kingdom. 

The experience of ten years convinced us, that all 
efforts as well as plans materially and permanently 
fo benefit this cla^ of boys must be unavaiiing, 
because so long as the employment was authorised 
by the legislature, it would never be superseded by 
the introduction of mechanical apparatus : — it being 
the interest, or rather the practice, of the masters, as 
much as possible, fo disgust their customers, by 
■wilfully negligent, or slovenly mismanagement of, 
such sutelitutes when required to use them. This 
repugnance arose principally from a desire to spare 
themselves, ftnd lay upon their apprentices (who 
were often their own children) the labor and tor- 
tare of a villanous trade, which cannot he taught 
without cruelty, iearat without suiFering, or prac- 
tised without peril to life and limb, under the most 
humane master, and by the most obedient scholar. 
This ftict is the unanswerable objection to the whole 
system, — it canoot be mended, though its inevitable 
miseries may be, and are, in numberless instances, 
frightfiilly aggravated. 

Wherefore, in March, 1817, we roused our towns- 
people to set the first example of moving the legis- 
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lature against fliis sia of the nation. A public 
meeting was aceordingly held, tmd a petition adopted 
earnestly imploring the House of Commons, fo 
whom it was primarily addressed, to take the subject 
into early and serious consideration. This was pre- 
sented by lord Milton (now Earl FitiiwiUiani) one 
of the representatives for Torkshire, with a view 
merely of its being received and laid upon the table ; 
tor no expectatjon was entertained of any immediate 
steps heing taken upon it by those to whom we ap- 
pealed. Though temperately worded, and supported 
only by a few frank and plain expressions of his 
own kind disposition towards the suffering children, 
the reading of this document produced so happy an 
impression upon the minds of the members present, 
that his I-ordship, availing himself of the propitious 
omen, immediately moved for the appointment of a 
Committee to investigate the subject aud report on 
the same. Meanwhile similar petiiioaa coming in 
from other quarters, and the result of the Committee's 
inquiries proving highly satisfactory, — the Metro- 
politan Society (instituted in 180S, for the same 
benevolent purposes as ours at a later period,) using 
their utmost zeal and diligence to promote the object, 
— on the 25th of June following a Bill was brought 
into the House of Commons, for prohibiting ihe 
employment of Climbing Boys in sweeping chimneys, 
from as brief a prospective date as should be found 
practicable under existing circumstances. Certain 
technical difficulties, however, respecting the nature 
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of the Bill, and the probability of Parliament being 
prorogued before an. Act could be passed, caused the 
postponement of furtlier proceedings till the next 
Session. 

In die following year, 1818, the Bill was revived, 
carried triiunphantly through the Commons, sent np 
lo the Lords, read, committed, counsel heard, evidence 
examined, fevorably reported, but withdrawn before 
the third reading, to give to the goremment sur- 
veyors, and other professional gentlemen, opportunity 
to make certain experiments and estimates, recom- 
mended by their Lordships' Commitiee, previous to 
their ultimate decision on the merits of the case. 

In the third year, 1819, the Bill was again intro- 
duced in the House of Peers, when, after some very 
strange discussion, it was summarily thrown out 
Two causes, exceedingly dissimilar, concurred to 
effect this catastrophe : namely, certsun grave doubts, 
expressed by high legal authority, whether, in 
making laws, more tenderness were due to old chim- 
neys, or to young children ; — the former being in- 
vetei-ately crooked and therefore incurable, whereas 
(though this was left lo be. inferred) the latter (the 
children) might easily be made crooked, by accom- 
modating their pUable bodies to the perverse ways 
through which they followed their craft. The 
second stumbling-bloek, on which indeed the neck 
of the bill was broken, deserves more distinct ex- 
posure. A noble Eari, who resisted the Bill iess by 
argument than by banter, among other iUustra- 
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tions of the calamities whicli would befall the 
nation, if the use of Climbing Boys were abolished, 
is reported to have said ; — " I might illastrate the 
confined humanity of the supporters of thia measure, 
by repeating a story, commonly fold in Ireland. It 
was usual in that country to sweep chimneys by 
tying a string to the leg of a goose, and dragging 
the unfortunate bird down the chimney. This 
practice was reprobated by majiy humane persons, 
who looked upon the goose as very il! treated ; but 
an honest Irishman having asked what he should 
use instead of the goose, one of tlie humane gentle- 
men replied, ' Wkp don't you get a couple of ducks ? ' 
— Such was the humanity that dictated this meas- 
ure, which, dwelling on the sufferings of the Climbing 
Boys, forgot every care for ihe safety of society, which, 
considering the few children employed in sweeping 
chimneys, threw out of its protection the many chil- 
dren who should be exposed to the hazards of fire, 
and to be tossed out of windows." 

This pleasant sally put their Lordships into such 
good humor, that, to borrow a couple of the noble 
Earl's phrases, the Bill was either "tossed out of 
the window," or " exposed to the hazard of fire," for 
aught that I could ever leam of its fete. 

The report of the foregoing debate and decision 
in the House of Peers was published in my news- 
paper oi March 23, 1819. Under the date oi April 
the 13th following, I find this paragraph, written by 
myself, and for the authenticily of which I caa as 
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ffltioiislj vouch, as his Lordship could for the 
trufli of " a story commotdj told in Ireland : " — 

"Test«rday {being Easter Monday), at the Cutr 
lers' Hall, in this town, the Committee for abolishing 
' the use of Climbing Boys, aad bettering the condi- 
lion of Chimney Sweepers' Apprentices, gave their 
annual dinner to the children employed in that busi- 
ness here. Twenty-two were present ; and though 
the lads of this town and neighborhood fere as well, 
if not better than others in the like situation else- 
where, their friends here are more and more con- 
vinced, from experience, observation, and reflection 
during twelve yeare past, tiiat the practice of employ- 
ing Climbing Boys to sweep chimneys is a national 
crime as well as a national disgrace, and ought to be 
prohibited. 

" A boy, about thirteen years of age, who attended 
the dinner at the Cutlers' Hall, on last Easier 
Monday, lately came to a shocking and premature 
end, in the following manner, as we were, on this 
occasion, informorl by his companions. Their mas- 
ter being asleep in a public house, at a village 
in Derbyshire, his two apprentices, who had been 
sweeping in the neighborhood, were left with a 
company of fellows who were drinking together, 
and became the butts of their brutal conversation. 
Among other things, it was wantonly proposed to 
the younger apprentice to go up the chimney of the 
room in which they were sitting, while there was 
a fire in the range. He refused ; but the elder. 
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tempted liy a pmmise of sixpence, ventured, and 
waa helped up into the flue. Before he reached the 
top, however, the soot feE down in such quantities 
upon the fire below, that the chimney waa soon in 
a blaze, and the poor boy struggled to the bottom 
through the flames, and was draped out by the legs 
before he came direct upon the live coals in the grate. 
He was so miserably scorched, that he died, after 
lingering three weeks in excruciating torture." 

I need not further pursue the history of pariia- 
mentsuy proceedings on this subject, in which my 
friends and I bore our part from time fo time, till, 
during the last Session, an Act for the total discon- 
tinuance of the evil practice passed both Houses, 
almost without a murmur of opposition, under the 
direct sanction of Her Majesty's Government. 

Among other intervening means for eventually 
bringing fo pass this great purpose, Mr. Koberts 
projected the publication of a vohune, to be entitled 
" Ths Chimney Sweepers' Friend, and ClinMng 
Boys' AJhum" of which he pereuaded me lo under- 
take the editorship. The first part of the worlt, 
when completed, contained in various forms, a sum- 
mary of such information on the general question 
as we had been enabled to collect, during seventeen 
years from the commencement of our labors and 
inquiries. The second part consisted of essays and 
tales, in prose and verse, illustrative of the unpitied 
and unalleviated sufferings of children, under this 
unnatural bondage, through more than a century 
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since its infroducfjon. These were chiefly furnished, 
at raj' solicitation, hy living authors of distinction. 
The volume was dedicated by permission, to His 
Majesty, George IV., and being soon out of print, 
a new ediljoo was issued at York, hy a benevolent 
bookseller, and sold extensively thiwugh the northern 
provinces. 

The following small pieces were my quota of con- 
tributions to this work. 
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rROLOGUE. 



I KNOW they scorn the Climbing Boy, 
The gay, the selfish, and the proud ; 

I know his villanous employ 

li mockery with the thoughtless crowd. 

So be it; — brand with every name 

Of burning infamy his art. 
But let his counfrry bear the shame, 

And feel the iron at her heart. 

I cannot coldly pass him by, 

Stripl, wounded, left by thieves half dead ; 
Nor see an infant Lazarus lie 

At rich men's gates, imploring bread. 

A frame as sensitive as mine. 

Limbs moulded in a kindred form, 

A soul degi'aded yet divine, 

Endear to me my brother-worm. 

(219) 
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lie was my equal at liis birth, 
A naked, helpless, weeping child ; 

— And such are born to iLrones on earth, 
On such hath every mother smiled. 

My equal he will be again, 

Down in tliat cold oblivious gloom, 

Wliere all the prostrate ranks of men 
Crowd, without fellowship, the tomb. 

My equal in the judgment day. 

He shall stand up before the throne, 

When eveiy veil is rent away, 
And good and evil only known. 

And is he not mine equal now ? 

Am I less fall'n from God and Iruth, 
Though "Wretch" be written on his bix>w, 

And leprosy consume his youth.? 



If holy nature yet have laws 
Binding on man, of woman bom, 

In her own court Til plead his cause. 
Arrest the doom, or share tlie scorn. 

Yes, let the scorn that haunts his cour( 
Turn on me like a trodden snake, 

And hiss and sting me with remorse, 
If I the fadierless forsake, 

Sheffidd, Fed. 28, 1824. 
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Who loves the climbing boy? Wlio eai'es 

If weU or ill I be? 
la there a living soul that shares 

A thought or wish with me ? 

I've had no parents since my birth, 

Brothers and sisters none ; 
Ah ! what to me is all this earth 

Where I am only one ? 

I wake and see the morning shine, 

And all around me gay; 
But nothing I behold is mine, 

No, not the light of day j — 

JSo, not the vei^ breath I draw ; 

These limbs are not my own ; 
A master calls me his hy law, 

My gi'iefe are mine alone : 

Ah ! these they could not make him feel — 
Would they tliemselves had felt! 

Who bouod me 1o that man of steel 
Whom mercy cannot melt. 
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Yet not for wealth or ease I sigh, 

All are not rich and great; 
Many may be aa poor as I, 

But none so desolate. 

For all I know haye kin and kind, 
Some home^ some hope, some joy ; 

But these 1 must not look to find — 
"Who knows the climbing boy? 

The world has not a place of rest 

For outcast so forlorn ; 
Twas all bespoken, all possest, 

Long before I was bom. 

Affection, too, life's sweetest cup, 
Groes round from hand to hand. 

But I am never ask'd to sup — 
Out of tlie ring I stand. 

If kindness beats within my heart, 
What heart will beat agmn ? 

I coax the doga, they snarl and start ; 
Brutes are as had as men. 

The beggar's child may rise above 

The misery of his lot ; 
The gipsy may be loved, and love ; 

But I — but I must not. 

Haj'd fare, cold lodgings, cruel toil, 
Youth, health, and strength consume ; 
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What tree could thrive in such a soil ? 
What flower so scathed could bloom P 

Should I outgrow this crippling work, 
How shall my bread be sought ? 

Must I to other lads turn Turk, 
And t«ach what I am taught ? 

0, might I roam with flocks and herds 

In fellowship along ! 
O, were I one among (he birds, 

AU wing, and life, and song ! 

Free ivitli tlie fishes miglit I dwell 

Down in the quiet sea ! 
The snail in his cob-caatle shell — 

The snail 's a king to me ! 

For out he glides in April showers, 
Lies snug when storms prevail ; 

He feeds on fruit, he sleeps on flowers — 
I wish I was a snail I 

No, never ; do tie worst they can 

I may be happy still ; 
For I was bom to be a man. 

And if I live I will. 
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i but what care I for dreams ? 
And yet I tremble too ; 
It look'd ao iike the truth, it seems 
As if it would come true, 

I dreamt thai, long ere peep of day, 

I left my cold straw bed. 
And o'er a common far away, 

As if I flew, I fled. 

The tempest hurried me behind 

Like a mill-stream along ; 
I could have lean'd against the wind, 

It was so deadly strong. 

The snow — I never saw such snow — 
Eaged like the sea all round. 

Tossing and tumbling to and fro ; 
I thought I must he drown'd. 

I^ow up, now down, with main and mighl 
I plunged through drift and stour; 

Nothing, no nothing haulk'd my flight, 
I had a giant's power. 
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Till suddenly the storm stood slill, 

Flat lay the snow beneath ; 
I curdled to an icicle, 

I eoiild not stir — not bieathe. 

My master found me rooted there ; 

He flogg'd me hack to sense, 
Then pluck'd me up, and hy the hair, 

Sheer over ditch and fence, — 

He dra^d, and dragg'd, and dragg'd me 
For'many and many a mile ; 

At a grand house he stopp'd anon ; 
It was a famous pile. 

Up to the moon it seem'd to rise, 
Broad as the earth to stand ; 

The building darken'd half the skies. 
Its shadow half tie land. 

All ronnd was still — as still as death ; 

I shivering, chattering, stood ; 
And felt the coming, going breadi. 

The tingHng, freezing blood. 

Soon, at my master's rap, rap, rap, 

The door wide open flew ; 
In went we ; — with a thunder clap 

Again the door bang'd to. 

I trembled, as I've felt a bii-d 
Tremble within my fist ; 
VOL. n. 15 
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For none I saw, and none I hearcl, 
But all was lone and whist. 

The moonshine through tie windows show' 
Long stripes of light and gloom ; 

The carpet with all colors glow'd, 
Stone men stood round the room : 

Fair pictures in their golden frames, 

And looking-glasses bright ; 
Fine things, I cannot teU their names, 

Dased and bewitch'd me quite. 

Master soon thwack'd them out my head — 
The chimney must be swept ! 

Tet in tlie gi-ate the coals were red ; 
1 stamp'd, and scream'd, and wept. 

I kneel'd, I kiss'd his feet, I pray'd ; 

For then — which shows I dreamt — 
Methought 1 ne'er before had made 

The terrible attempt. 

But, as a butcher lifts the lamb 

That struggles for its life, 
(Far from the ramping, bleating dam.) 

Beneath his desperate knife ; 

With liis two iron hands he grasp'd, 

And hoisted me aloof; 
His naked neck in vain I clasp'd, 

The man was pity-proof. 
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So forth he swung me tlii-ough tlie space. 

Above the smouldering fii'e; 
I never can forget his face, 

Kor his gruff growl, " Go higher." 

Aa if I climb'd a steep house-side, 

Or sealed a dark di-aw-well. 
The horrid opening was so wide, 

I had no hold, — I fell: 

Fell on the embei-s, all my length. 

But scarcely felt their heat, 
When, witli a madman's rage and strengtli, 

I started on my feet ; 

And, ere I well knew what I did. 
Had clear'd the broader vent ; 

From his wild vengeance to be hid, 
I cared not where I went. 

The passage narrow'd as I drew 

Limb after limb by force, 
Working and worming, like a screw, 

My hard, slow, up-hill course. 

Eougher than harrow-teeth within. 

Sharp lime Mid jagged stone 
Stripp'd my few garments, gored the skio. 

And grided to the bone. 

GaU'd. wounded, bleeding, il! at ease, 
Still 1 was stout at heart ; 
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Head, shoulders, elbows, hands, feet, knee^ 
All play'd a stirring part. 

I climb'd, and climb'd, aiicl climb'd in vain, 

No light at top appear'd ; 
No end to darkness, toU, and pain, 

While worse and worse I fear'd. 

I elimb'd, and climb'd, and had to climb, 

Yet more and more astray ; 
A hondred years I thought the time, 

A thousand miles the way. 

Strength left me, asd breath fail'd at lasi. 
Then had I headlong dropp'd, 

Bnt the strait funnel wedged me fast, 
So there dead-lock'd I stopp'd. 

I groan'd, I gasp'd, to shriek I tried, 
No sound carae from my breast ; 

Thei-e was a weight on every side. 
As if a stone-delf press'd. 

Yet Etiil my brain kept healing on 
Through night-mares of all shapes, 

Foul fiends, no sooner come than gone. 
Dragons, and wolves, and apes. 

They gnash'd on me with bloody jaws, 
. Chat{«r'd, and howl'd, and hiss'd ; 
They clutch'd me with their cat-like claws, 
While off they whirl'd in mist. 
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Till, like a lamp-flaiae, blown away, 

My soul went out in gloom; 
Thought ceased, and dead-alive I lay, 

Shut up in that black tomb. 

0, sweetly on the mother's lap 

Her pretty baby lies, 
And breathes so freely in his nap, 

She can't lake off her eyes. 

Ah ! thinks she then, — ah, thinks she not ! 

How soon the time may be 
When all her love will be foi^t, 

And he a wretch like me ? 

She in her grave at rest may lie, 

And daisies speck the sod, 
Nor see him hleed, nor hear him cry. 

Beneath a ruffian's rod. 

Mb mother's lap was llien my bed, 

O'er me no mother smiled ; 
No mother's ai'm went round my head, 

— Am I no mother's cliild ? 

Life, on a sudden, ran me through, 
Light, light, al! round me blazed, 
Red flanres rush'd roaring uj) the flue, 

— Flames by my master raised. 

1 heard his voice, and ten-fold might 
Bolted Ihrough every limb ; 
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I saw his face, aad shot upright ; 
Brick walls made way from liim. 

Swift as a squirrel seeks the bough. 

Where he may turn and look 
Down ou the school-boy, chop-fallen now, 

My i-eady fligiit I took. 

The Are was quickly queneh'd beneath, 
Blue light above me glanced, 

And air, sweet air, I 'gau to breathe, 
The blood within me danced. 

I ciimb'd, and climb'd, and ciimb'd away, 

Till on the top I stood, 
And aaw the glorious dawn of day 

Come down, on field and flood. 



it of such joy 
I never knew before ; 
Right happy was the climbing boy, 
One moment, — but no more. 

Sick, sick, I tum'd, the world ran round. 

The slone 1 stood on broke. 
And pltimb I toppled to the ground, 

— Like a scared owl, I woke. 

I woke, but slept again, and di'eam'd 

The self-same things anew : 
The storm, tie snow, the buOding aeem'd 

All true, as daylight's true. 
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But, when I tumbled fram tlie top, 
The world itself had flown ; 

Ttere was ho gi-ouad ou wliicli to drop, 
T was emptiness alone. 

On winter nights IVe seen a star 
Leap headlong from the sky ; 

I 've watch'd the lightning from afar 
Flash out of heaven and die. 



o I fell 

Thi'ough nothing to no place, 
Until I saw the flames of hell 
Shoot upward to my face. 

Down, down, as with a mill-stone weight, 
I plunged right through their smoke : 

To cry for mercy 'twas too late, — 
They seized me, — I awoke : 

'Woke, slept, and dream'd the like again 
The third time, through and through. 

Except the winding up ; — all ! then 
I wish it had been ti-ue. 

For when I climh'd into the ail'. 
Spring-breezes flapt me round; 

Green hills, and dales, and woods ivere tlie: 
And May-flowers on the ground. 

The moon (vas waning in the west, 
The clouds were golden red ; 
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Tte lark, a mile above his nest, 
Was clieeiing o'er my head. 

The stars had Taniah'd, all but one, 

The darling of the sky, 
That glitteJ^ii like a tiny sun, 

No bigger than my eye. 

I look'd at this, — I thought it smiled, 

Which made me feel ao glad. 
That I becam ; another child. 

And not tie cUmhing lad : 

A child as fair as you may see, 

Whom soot has never soil'd ; 
As rosy-cheek'd as I might be 

If I had not been apoil'd. 

Wings, of themselves, about me grew, 

And, free as moming-Iight, 
TJp to that single star I flew. 

So beautiful and bright. 

Through the blue heaven I stretch'd my hand 

To towcb ite beams, — it broke 
Like a sea-bubble on the sand ; 

Then aU fell dai-k. — I woke. 
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EASTEB^MONIlAY AT SHEFFIKT,D,* 

Yes, tliere are some fiat think of me ; 

The blessing on their heads I I say ; 
May all their Uvea as happy be, 

As mine has been with them to-day ! 

When I was sold, froni Lincolnshire 
To this good town, I heard a noise, 

What merry-making would be here 
At Easter-tide, for climbing boys. 

'Twas strange, because where I had been, 
The better people cared no more 

For such as me, than had they seen 
A young crab crawling on their shore. 

Well, Easter came ; — in all the land 

Was e'er a 'prentice lad so fine ! 
jA bran-new suit, at se«ond-hand, 

Cap, shoes, and stockings, all were mine. 
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The coat was green, the waistcoat red, 
The breeches leather, white and clean ; 

I thought I must go off my head, 
I could have jurap'd out of my skin. 

All Sunday through the streets I stroll'd, 
Fierce as a turkey-cock, to see 

How all the people, young and old, 
At least I thought so, look'd at me. 

At night, upon my truss of straw, 

Those gaudy clothes hung round tlie roo: 

By moon-glimpse oft their shapes I saw 
Like bits of nunbow in tke gloom. 

Tet scarce I heeded them at all, 
Although I never slept a wink ; 

The feast, next day, at Cutlers' Hall, 
Of that I could not help but think. 

Wearily trail'd the night away ; 

Between the watchmen and the clock, 
I thought it never would be day ; 

At length out crew the earliest cock. 

A second answer'd, then a third, 

At a long distance, — one, two, three, — 

A dozen more in turn were heard ; 
— I crew among the rest for glee. 

Up gat we, I and little Bill, 

And donn'd our newest and our best ; 
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Nay, let the proud say what they will. 
As grand as fiddlei-s we were di-est. 

We left our litter in the nook. 

And wash'd ourselves as white as enow ; 
On brush and bag we scom'd to look, 

— It was a holiday, you kaow. 

"What ^I'd me then I could not tell, 
I yawn'd the whole forenoon away, 

And bearkeii'd while the vicar's bell 

Went ding dong, ding dong, pay, pay, pay ! 

The clock struck twelve — I lovo the twelves 

Of all the hours 'twixt sun and moon ; 
For then poor lads eujoy themselves, 

— We sleep at midnight, rest at noon. 

TMs noon was not a resting time ! 

At the first stroke we started all. 
And, while the tune rang through the chime, 

Muater'd, like soldiers, at the hall. 

Not much like soldiers in our gait ; 

Yet never soltiier, in his life. 
Tried, as he march'd, to look more strjiight 

Than Bill and I, — to drum and fife. 

But now I think oa't, what with scars. 
Lank bony Umhs, and apaviu'd feet, 

Like broken, soldiers from the wars, 

We limp'd, yet strutted through the street. 
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Then, while our meagre motley crew 
Came from all quai-Wrs of ihe town, 

Folks to theii' dcwrs and windows flew ; 
I thought tlie world turn'd upside down. 

For now, instead of oaths and jeers, 

The sauce that I have found elsewhere. 

Kind words, and smiles, and hearty cheers 
Met us, — with halfpence here and there. 

The mothers held their habies high. 
To chuckle at our hohbling ti'ain, 

But dipt them close while we went by ; 
— I heard their kisses fall like rain, — 

And wiped my cheek, that never felt 
The sweetness of a mother's kiss ; 

For heai-t and eyes began to melt, 
And I was sad, yet pleased, with this. 

At Cutlers' Hall we found the crowd. 
That shout the gentry to their feast ; 

They made us way, and bawl'd'so loud, 
We might have been yoimg lords at least. 

"We enter'd, twenty lads and more. 
While gentlemen, and ladies too, 

All bade ua welcome at the door, 

And kindly ask'd us, -— " How d'ye do ? " 

« Bravely," I aaswer'd, but my eye 
Prickled, and leak'd, and twinkled stiH ; 
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I long'd to be aione, to cry, 

— To be alone, aud cry my fill. 

Our other lads were blithe and bold, 
And nestling, nodding as they sat. 

Till dinner came, their tales they told, 
And talk'd of this, and laugh'd at that. 

I pluek'd up courage, ga.ped, and gazed 
On the fine room, fine folks, fine things, 

Chidrs, tables, knifes, and forks, amazed, 
"WiUi pots and platters fit for kings. 



n-puddiug, and what not. 
Soon smoked before us, — such a size. 
Giants their dinners might have got; 
We open'd all our mouths and eyes. 

Aeoh, upon the board, a stroke 

Wara'd each to stand up in his place ; 

One of oiu- generous friends then spoke 

Three or four words, — they call'd it Grace. 

I think he said, — " GoD bless our food ! " 
— Oft had I heard that name, in tones 

"Which van like ice, cold through my blood. 
And made the flesh creep on my bones. 

But now, and with a power so sweet. 

The name of God went through my heart. 

That my lips trembled to repeat 

Those words, and tears were ftdn to start. 
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Teara, worda, were in a twinkle gone, 

Like apam-ows whirling tliroiigli tlie street, 

When, at a sign, we aJl fell on. 
As geese in stubble, to our meat. 

The large plum-puddicga first were carved, 
And well we yonnkera plied them o'er ; 

Tou would have thought we had heeu slai'ved, 
Or were to be, — a month or more. 

Next the roast-beef flew reeking round 

In glorious slices, mark ye that ! 
The dishes were with gravy dvowo'd ; 

A sight to make a weazel fat. 

A great meat-pie, a good meat-pie. 

Baked in a ci-adle-Iengih of tin, 
Was open'd, emptied, scoop'd so dry. 

You might liave seen your face within, 

Tbe ladies and the gentlemen ' 
Took here and therS with us a seat ; 

They might be hungry, too, — but liien 
We gave them little time to eat. 

Their arms wore busy helping us. 
Like eobblers' elbows at their work, 

Or see-saw, see-saw, thus and thviB ; 
A merry game at knife and fork. 

0, then the din, the deafening din. 

Of plates, cans, crockery, spoons, and knives, 
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And waiters running out and in ; 
We might be eating for our lives. 

Such feasting I had tiCTer seen, 

So presently liad got enough ; 
The rest, like fox-hoimda, slauneh anil keen 

Were made of more devouring stuff. 

They cramm'd hke cormorants their craws, 
As though they never would have done ; 

It was a feast to watch their jaws 
Grind, and grow weary, one hy one. 

But thei-e 's an end to every thing ; 

And this grand dinner pass'd away, 
I wonder if great George our king 

Has such a dinner every day, 

Grace after meat again was said, 
And my good feelings spi-ang anew. 

But at the sight of gingerbread, 
Wine, nuts, and oranges, they flew. 

So while we took a turn with these. 
Almost forgetting we had dined ; 

As though we might do what we please. 
We loU'd, and joked, and told our mind. 

Now I had time, if not before. 

To take a peep at every lad ; 
I counted them to twenty-four, 

Each in his Easter finery clad. 
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All wash'cl and clean as clean could be, 
And yet so dingy, mavr'd, and grim, 

A mole with half an eye might see 
Our craft in every look and limb. 

Al! shapes but straight ones you might find. 

As sapling-firs on the high moors, 
Black, stunted, crook'd, llrougb which the wind, 

Like a wild bull, all winter roars. 

Two toddling five-year olds were there, 
Twias, that had just begun to climb, 

"With cterry-cheeks, and curly hair, 
And skias not yet engraln'd with grime. 

I wish'd, I did, fliat they might die. 

Like " Babes i' th' Wood," the little slaves, 

And "Robin-redbreast" p^nfuUy 

Hide them " with leaTes," fijr want of graves ; — 

Esther than live, like me, and weep 
To think that ever they were born ; 

Toil the long day, and from short sleep 
Wake to fi-esh miseries every mom. 

Gay as young goldfinches in spring. 
They ehirp'd and peck'd, top-full of joy. 

As if it was some mighty thing 
To be a chimney-sweeper's boy. 

And so it is, on such a day 

As welcome Easter brings us here, 
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— In London, too, the first of May, — 
But 0, what is it all the year 1 

Close at a Quaker-lady's side, 

Sate a yoiuig ^rl ; — I know not Low 

I felt when me askance she eyed. 

And a quick blush flew o'er her brow. 

For then, just then, I caught a fece 
F^r, — but I oft had seen it black, 

And mark'd the owner's tottering pace 
Beneath a vile two-bushel sack. 

! had I known it was a lass. 

Could I have scom'd her with her load ? 

— Next lime we meet, she shall not pass 
Without a lift along the road. 

Her mother, — mother but in name ! 

Brought her to-day to dine with us : 
Her father, — she's his 'prentice: — shame 

On both, to use their daughter thus ! 

Well, /shall gi'ow, and she will grow 
Older, — it may be taller, — yet ; 

And if she '11 smile on me, I know 
Poor Poll shall be poor Keubeu's pet. 

Time, on his two unequal legs. 

Kept crawling round the clmreh-clock'a face. 
Though none could see him shift his pegs, 

Each was for ever changing place. 
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f 12 THE CllMBING BOy'S SOLILOQUIES. 

0, why are pleasant hours so short ? 

And why are wretched ones so long ? 
They fly like awaHowa while we spovl. 

They stand like mules when all goes wrong. 

Before we parted, one kind friend. 
And then another, talk'd so free ; 

They went from tableland to end, 
And spoke to each, and spoke to me. 

Books, pretty books, with pictures in, 
Were given to those who learn to read, 

Which ahow'd them how to flee from sin. 
And to be happy boys indeed. 

These climbers go to Sunday schools. 
And hear what things to do or shun, 

GJet good advice, and golden rules 
For all their lives, — but I'm not one. 

Nalhless 111 go next Sabbath day 

Where masters, without thrashing, toach 

Lost children how to read, and pray, 
And sing, and hear the paj^ODs preach. 

For I'm this day determined — not 
With bad companions to grow old, 

Eiit, weaJ or woe, whate'er my lot, 

To mind what our good friends have told. 

They told us things I never knew 

Of Him who heaven and earth did make ; 
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And my heart felt their woi-ds were true, 
It bum'd within me while they spake. 

Can I forget that God is love, 
And sent his Son to dwell on earth ? 

Or, that our Sayiour from aho^e 
Lay ia a manger at his hirth, — 

Grew up in humhle poverty, 

A life of grief and sorrow led ? 
No home to comfort Him had He ; 

Ho, not a place to lay his head. 

Yet He was merciful and kind, 

Heal'd with a touch all sort of haniis ; 

The sick, ilie iome, tlie deaf, the blind ; 
And iook young children in his arms. 

Then He was kiil'd by wicked men. 
And buried in a deep atone cave ; 

But of Himself He rose again, 
On Easter-Sunday, from the grave. 

Caught up in clouds, — at God's right hand, 
In heaven He took the highest place ; 

There dj^ng Stephen saw Him stand, 
— Stephen, who had an angel's face. . 

He loves tlie poor, He always did ; 
The Kttle ones are still his cai'e ; 
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t THE CLmmsG boy's soliloquies. 

I 'II seek Iiim, ; — let who will forbid, — 
ni go to Him this night in prayer. 

0, soundly, soundly should I sleep, 
And think no more of sufferings past, 

If Giod \YOuld only bless, and keep, 
And mate me his, — Lis own, at lasf. 

SieffieU, Manh, 183*. 



»i..,Goo^lf 



SONGS OF ZION; 



IMITATIONS OF PSALMS. 
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PREFACE. 



In the following imitationa of pordons of tlie true 
" Sor),gs of Zion" tte author prel«nds not to have 
succeeded better than any that have gone befoi-e 
hiai; but, having followed in the track of none, he 
would venture to hope, that, by avoiding the rugged 
Ktei-ality of some, and the diffusive paraphrases of 
others, he may, in a few instances, have approached 
nearei' than either of them have generally done to 
the ideal model of what devotional poems, in a 
raodera tongue, grounded upon the subjects of 
ancient psalms, yet suited for Christian edification, 
ought to be. Beyond this he dare not say more than 
that, whatever symptoms of feebleness or bad taste 
may be betrayed in the execution of these pieces, 
he offers not to the public the premature fruits of 
idleness or baste. So far as he recollects, he has 
endeavored to do his best, and, in doing so, he has 
never hesitated lo sacrifice ambitious ornament to 
simplicity, clearness, and force of thought and ex- 
pression. If, in the event, it shall be found that he 
has added a little to the small national stock of 

(247) 
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248 ritiLii-A-CE TO sosGS op zios. 

"psalma and hymns, and spiritual songs," in which 
piety speaks the language of poetry, and poetry the 
language of inspiration, he trnats that he will he 
humhiy contented and unfeignedly thankfuL 

Sheffield, May 21, IS^. 



Several compositions of the same kind are intro- 
duced here, which were not included mth those for- 
merly puhiished, 

February 5, 18il. 
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SONGS OF ZrON. 



PSALM I. 



TiiEiCB liappy he, who shims the way 
That leada ungodly men astray; 
Who feara to stand where sinners meet, 
Nor with tlte sconier takes his seat. 

The law of Giod is his deh'ght ; 
That cloud hy day, that Are by night. 
Shall he his comfort in distress. 
And guide him through the wilderness. 

His works shall prosper ; — he shall be 
A fruitful, fair, unwithering tree, 
Tliat, planted where the river flows, 
Nor drought, nor frost, nor mildew knows. 

Not so the wicked ; — they are cast 
Like chaff upon the eddying blast ; 
In judgment they sliall quake for dread, 
Nor with the righteous lift their head. 

For God hath spied their secret path, 
And they shall perish in his wrath ; 
He too hath mark'd his people's road, 
And brings them to his own abode. 

(249) 
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Tub Tempter to my soul halh said, 
" There is no help in God for thee : " 

Lord ! lift thou up thy servant's head, 
My glory, shield, and solace be. 

Thus to the Lord I raised my ery ; 

He heard me from his holy hill ; 
At his command the waves roll'd by ; 

He beckon'd, and the winds were still. 

I laid me down and slept ; — I woke ; 

Thou, Lord ! my spirit didst sustain ; 
Bright from the east the morning broke, 

Thy comforts rose on me ag^n. 

I will not fear, though armed throngs 
Compass my steps, in all their wrath ; 

Salvation to the Lord belongs ; 

His presence guards his people's path. 
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PSAXM IT. 
So. 1. 

How long, ye sons of men, will ye 
The servant of tiie Lord despise, 

Delight yourselves wirfi vanity, 
And trust in refuges of lies ? 

Know that the Lord hath set apart 

The godly man in every age : 
He loves a meek and lowly heart ; 

His people are his heritege. 

Then stand in awe, nor dare to sin ; 

Commune with yowr own. heart ; he slill ; 
The Lord requireth truth within. 

The sacrifice of mind and will. 
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PSALM IV. 

Mo. 3. 

While many cry, in Nature's nighf. 
Ah ! who will show the way to bliss ? 

Lord ! lift on us thy saving hght ; 
We seek no other guide tlian this. 

Gladness thy sacred presecce brings, 
More than the joyful reaper loiows ; 

Or he who treads the grapes, and sings, 
While with new wine his vat o'erflows^ 

In peace I lay me down fo sleep ; 

Thine arm, O Loivi ! shall stay my head. 
Thine angel spread his tent, and keep 

His midnight watch around my hed. 
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PSALM VIII. 

O LoBD, our King! how excellent 

Thy name on earth is known ! 
Thy glory in the firmament 

How wonderfully shown ! 

Yet are the humble dear 1o Thee ; 

Thy praises are confest 
By infants lisping on the knee, 

And sucklings at the breast. 

When I behold the heavens on high, 

The work of thy right hand ; 
The moon and stars amid the sky, 

Thy lights in every land ; — 

Ivord ! what is man, that thou ahouldst deign 

On him to set thy love, 
Give him on earth awhile to reign, 

Then fill a throne above ? 

Lord, how excellent thy name ! 

How manifold Ihy ways ! 
Let Time thy saving truth proclaim. 

Eternity thy praise. 
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PSALM XI. 

The Lord is in his holy place, 

And from his throne on high 
He looks upon the human race 

With omnipresent eye. 

He proves the righteous, marks their path ; 

Tb him the weak are strong ; 
But violence provokes his wrath, 

The Lord abhorreth wrong. 

God on the wicked will rain down 
Brimstone, and fire, and snares ; 

The gloom and tempest of his frown ; 
— This portion shall be theirs. 

The righteous Loi-d will take delight 

Alone in righteousness ; 
The just are pleasing in his sight, 

The humble He will blesa. 
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SONGS OF 2I0N. 



PSALM XV. 



Lord '. who is he that shall abide 
"Within thy tabernacle here ? 

Wlio on thy holy hill reside ? 
— He that maintains a 



He that in his uprightness walks, 

Who from his heaxt the truth will tell ; 

Of others ne'er malignly talks, 

Nor lets his tongue on slanders dwell ; — 

He who his neighbor never wrongs, 
But, while the base ones are abhorr'd. 

Pays the high honor that belongs 

To those who fear and love the Lord ; — 

He that to his own hurt will swear. 

Nor cliange hia word, his covenant breiik ; 

Nor lend on usury to ensnare, 
Nor bribes to slay the righteous take : — 

He who doth these shall not be moved. 

For God will surely him uphold, 
And bring, when in the furnace tj'ied. 

Forth from the fire, refined like gold. 
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PSALJM XIS. 



TiiY glojy, Lord ! the heavens declare, 
The firmament displays thy skill : 

The changing elouda, the viewless air, 
Tempest and calm thy word fulfil ; 

Day unto day doth utter speech, 

And night to night thy knowledge tea/.'.li. 

Though voice nor sound inform the ear, 
Well known the language of their song, 

When one by one the stars appear, 
Led by the silent moon along. 

Till round tlie earth, from ail the skj, 

Thy beauty beams on every eye. 

Waked by thy touch, the morning sun 
Comes like a bridegroom from his bower, 

And, like a giant, glad to run 

Hia bright career with speed and power ; 

— Thy flaming messenger, to dart 

Life through the depth of Nature's heart. 
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WliUe these transporting vieiona shine 
Along the path of Providence, 

Glory eternal, joy divine, 
Thy word reveals, transcending sense 

— My soul thy goodness longs to see, 

Thy love to man, thy love to me. 



PSALM XIX, 



Tht law is perfect, Lord of hght ! . 

Thy testimonies sure ; 
The statutes of thy realm are right, 

And thy commandment pure. 

Holy, inviolate thy fear, 

Enduring aa thy throne ; 
Thy judgments, chastening or severe. 

Justice and truth alone. 

More prized than gold, — than gold whose waste 

Eeflning Are espels ; 
Sweeter than honey fo my taste, 

Than honey from the cells. 

Let these, God ! my soul convert, 

And make thy servant wise ; 
Ivct these be gladness to my heart, 

The day-spring to mine eyes. 
VOL. II. 17 
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Tie tliese may I be wani'd betimes ; 

Who knows the guile wilhin? 
Lord! save me from presumptuous crimes 

Cleaiise me from secret sin ! 

So maj the words my lips express, 
The thoughts tliat throng my miud, 

Lord, my strength and righteousness ! 
With thee acceptance find. 



PSALM XX. 

Jehovah hear thee in the d^j 

Of tliine adversity ; 
The God of Jacob be thy stay, 

His name thy strong-hold be : — 

Help fi'om his sanctuary send, 
Strength from his holy liill ; 

Accept thy vows, thy prayers attend, 
Thy heart's desires fulfil. 

In thy deliverance we rejoice. 

And in Jehovah's name 
Lift up our banners and our voice. 

His triumphs lo proclaim. 

Now know we that the Lord will hear 
His own Anointed One, 
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SO\GS OF KION, 

And rescue liim from every fear ; 
— So let his will be done, 

"While some in cliariots put their trust, 

On horses some rely, 
Those shall be broken, these like dust 

Before the whirlwind fly. 

But we remember God alone, 
And hope in Him, whose hand 

Will raise us up though overthrown, 
Though fall'n will make us stand. 

God save tlie King, — the people save I 
Lord I hear a nation's cries : 

From death redeem us, and the grave, 
To life beyond the skies. 
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PSALM XXIII. 

TiiK Lord is my shepherd, no want shall 1 know ; 

I feed iu green pastures, safe-folded I rest ; 
He leadefh my soul where the still wat«i-s flow, 

Eestoi-es me when wandering, redeems wlieu 
opprest. 

Tliroiigh the valley and shadow of death UiOijgli 1 

Since Thou art my guardian, no evil I fear ; 
Thy i-od shall defend me, thy staff be my slay, 
Ko harm can befall, with my Comforter near. 

hi the mi^st of affliction my table is spread; 

Witii blessings unmeasured my cup runneth o'ei' ; 
"With peifunie and oil Thou anointest my head ; 

what shall 1 ask of thy Providence more ? 

Let goodness and mercy, my bountiful God ! 

Still follow my steps till I meet Tliee above ; 
1 seek, — by the psrth which my forefathers trod 

Through the land of their sojourn, — thy kingdom 
of love. 
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SONGS OF ZION. 



PSALM XXIV. 



The earth is thine, Jehovah ! — thine 
Its peopled realms and wealthy stores ; 

Built on the flood, by power divine, 
The waves are ramparts to the shores. 

But who shall reach thine holy place. 
Or who, Loivi ! ascend thine hili ? 

The pure in heart shall see thy fa«e, 
The perfect man that doth thy will. . 

He whti to bribes hath closed has hand, 

To idols never bent the knee. 
Nor sworn in falsehood, — He shall stand 

Eedeem'd, and owii'd, and kept by Thee. 
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PSALM XXIV. 



Lift up your heads, ye gates ! and wide 
Your eyerlasting doors display ; 

Ye augel-^uards ! like flames divide. 
And give the King of Glory way. 

Who is the King of Glory ?— He, 
The Lord Omnipotent to save, 

Whose own right arm in victory 

Led capUve death, and spoil'd the grave. 

Lift up your heads, ye gates ! and high 
Your everlasting portals heave ; 

Welcome the King of Glory nigh ; 

Him let the heaven of heavens receive. 

Who is the King of Glory ? — Who ? 

The Lord of Hosts ; — behold his name ; 
The kingdom, power, and honor due 

Yield Him, ye saints, with glad acclairn. 



»i..,Goo^lf 



SONGS OP ZION. 



PSALM XXIV. 



The earth is God's with all its stores, 
The world and all therein that be ; 

Upon the flood He fis'd the shores, 
And gave his law unto the sea. 

His holy mountain who shall climb, 
Or tread his courts wiftout offence ? 

— He who hath cleansed his heart from crime, 
And waah'd his hands in innocence; — 

From vanity hath turn'd hia eyes, 
Nor put to shame his neighbor's trust. 

Practised deceit, or utter'd lies ; — 
He that is upright, pure, and jusf. 

Tlieae shall enjoy Jehovah's gi'ace ; 

To them his mercy shall be shown ; 
For these are tKey that seek thy face ; 

These, God of Jacob ! Thou wilt own. 
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PSALM XXIV. 



Lift up your heads, ye gates ! behold 
The King of Glory draweth nigb ; 

Te everlaistiiig doors ! uiifiild, 

And give Him welcome to the sky. 

Who is this King of Glory, — who ? 

— Jehovaii, strong and mighty ; — He 
His foes in battle overthrew, 

And crown'd Himself with victory. 

Lift up your heads, ye gates ! on liigh ; 

Eternal doors ! throw wide your leaves ; 
Tlie King of Glory draweth nigh, 

And Him the heaven of heaven 



Who is this King of Glory, — say ? 

— The Loid of Hosts, whom we proclaia 
He is the King of Glory r — they 

That know his power will fe^r his Name. 
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PSALJI XXVII. 



God is my strong galvation, 

What foe liave I to fear ? 
In darkness and temptation, 

My light, my help is near : 
Though hosts encamp around me, 

Firm to the fight I stand ; 
What terror can confound me. 

With God at my right hand ? 

Place on the Lord reliance, 

My soul, with courage wait ; 
Hia truth he thine affiance. 

When faint and desolate : 
His might thine heart shall strengthen, 

His love thy joy increase ; 
Mercy thy days shall lengtheD ; 

— The Lord will give thee peace. 
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SONGS OF KIOK. 



PSALM XSVII. 



One tiling, with all my soul's desire, 

I sought and will pursue; 
"What thine own Spirit doth inspire, 

Lord ! for thy servant do. 

Grant me within thy courts a place, 

Among thy saints a seat, 
For ever to behold thy face, 

And worship at thy feet : — 

In thy pavilion to abide, 

When storms of trouble blow, 

And in thy tabernacle bide, 
Secure from every foe. 

" Seek ye my feee ; " — without delay, 
When thus I hear Thee speak, 

My heart would leap for joy, and say, 
" Thy face, Lord, will I seek." 

Then leave me not when griefs assail, 
And earthly comforts flee ; 

When fatlier, mother, kindred fail, 
My God ! remember me. 



»i..,Goo^lf 



SONGS OF ZION. 

Oft liad I fainted, and resign'd 

Of every hope my hold, 
But mine afflictions brought to mind 

Thy benelils of old. 

"Wait on the Lord, with courage wait ; 

My soul ! disdflin to fear; 
The righteous Judge is at the gate, 

And thy redemption near. 



PSAT.M XXIX. 

Give gloiy to Grod in the highest ! give praise, 
Te noble, ye mighty, with joyful accord; 

Ali-wise are his counsels, all-perfect his ways ; 
In the beauty of holiness worship the Lord ! 

The voice of (lie Loi'd on the ocean is known, 
The Gtod of eternity thimdereth abroad ; 

The voice of the Lord, fi-om the depth of his throne, 
Is terror and power ; — all nature is awed. 

At the voice of the Lord the cedars are bow'd. 
And towers from their base into ruin are hurl'd ; 

The voice of the Lord, from the dark-bosom'd cloud. 
Dissevers the lightning in flames o'er the world. 
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Seo Lebanon bownd, like the kid on his rocks, 
And wild as fie unicorn Sirion appear : 

The wilderness quakes with the resonant shocks ; 
The hinds cast their young in the travail of fear. 

The voice of the Lord through the calm of the wood 
Awakens its echoes, strikes light through the eaves ; 

The Lord sitteth King on the turbulent flood; 

Tlie winds are his servanis, his servants the waves. 

Tlie Loi'd is tlie strength of his people ; the Lord 
Gives health to his people, and peace evermore ; 

Then throng to his temple, his glory record, 
But, ! when he speaketh, in silence adore. 



PSALM XXX. 

Yea, I will extol Thee, 

Lord of life and light ! 
For thine arm upheld me, 

Turn'd my foes to flight : 
I imploi'ed thy succor. 

Thou wert swift to save, 
Heal my wounded spirit, 

Bring me from the grave. 
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Sing, ye saiuta, sing praises ! 

Call his love to mind ; 
For a moment aiigiy, 

But for ever kind ; 
Grief may, lite a stranger, 

Through the night sojourn, 
Tet shall joy to-morrow 

With the sun return. 

In my wealth I vaunted, 

" Nought shall move me hence ;' 
Thou hadst made my mountain 

Strong in thy defence ; 
— Then thy fece was hidden, 

Trouhle Md me low, 
" Iiord," I cried, most humbly, 

" Why forsake me so ? 

" Would my hlood appease Thee, 

In atonement shed? 
Can the dust give glory, — 

Praise employ the dead ? 
Hear me, I^ord ! in mercy ; 

Grod, my helper, hear ; " 
— Long Thou didst not tarry. 

Help and health were near. 

Thou hast tum'd my mourning 

Into minstrelsy. 
Girded me with gladness. 

Set from thraldom free ; 
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Tliee my ransom'd powers 

Henceforth shall adore, — 
Thee, ray great Deliverer, 



PSALM XXXIX. 

LoED ! let me know mine end, 
My days, how hrief their date. 

That I may timely comprehend 
How frail my hest estate. 

My life la but a, span. 

Mine age as nought with Thee ; 
Man, in his highest honor, man 

la dust and vanity. 

A shadow even in health. 

Disquieted with pride, 
Or rack'd wilh care, he heaps up wealth 

"Which unknown heii« divide. 

What seek I now, O Lord ? 

My hope is in thy name ; 
Blot out my sins from thy record. 

Nor give me up to shame. 

Dumb at thy feet I lie, 

For Thou hast hrought me low ; 
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K«move thy judgments, lest I die ; 
I faint benealb ity blow. 

At thy rebuke, the bloom 
Of mau's vain beauty flies ; 

And grief aliall, like » moth, consume 
All that dehghts our eyes. 

Have pity on my fears, 

Hearken to my i-equest. 
Turn not in silence from my tears, 

But give the n 



A stranger, Lord ! with Thee, 

I walk on pilgrimage, 
Wliere aU my fathers once, like me, 

Sojoum'd from age to age. 

spare me yet, I pray ! 

Awhile my strength restore. 
Ere I am summon'd hence away, 

Aud seen on eai'lh no more. 
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PSALM XLII. 



As tlie hart, with eager looks, 
Panteth for the water-brooks, 
So my soul, athirst for Thee, 
Pants the Mving God to see : 
When, when, with filial fear, 
Lord ! shal] I to Thee draw near? 

Teaj's my food by night, by day 
Grief consumes my strength away; 
While his crafi the Tempter plies, 
" Where is now thy God ? " he cries ; 
This would sink me to despair, 
But I pour my soul in prayer. 

For in happier times I went 
Where the multitude frequent; 
I, with them, was wont to bring 
Homage to thy courts, my King I 
1, with thenn, was wont to rmse 
Festal hymns on holy days. 

Why art thou cast down, my soul ? 
God, tliy God, shall make thee whole ; 
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"Why avt thou disquieted ? 
God shall Uft thy fallen head; 
And his eoiiiif«naJice benign 
Be the saving health of thine. 



PSALM SLir. 



Heakken, Lord, to my complaiats, 
For my soul within roe faints ; 
Thee, far off, I call to mJnd, 
In the land 1 left behind, 
"Where the sti'eams of Jordan flow. 
Where the heights of Hermon glow. 

Tempestrtost, my failing bark 
Founders on the ocean dark ; 
Deep to deep around me calls, 
With the rush of watar-falls ; 
While I plunge to lower caves 
Overwhelm'd by all thy waves. 

Once the morning's earliest light 
Brought thy mercy to my sight. 
And my wakefiil song was heard 
Later than the evening bird ; 
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Hast Thou all my prayers forgot? 
Dost Tliou scom, or hear them not? 

"Why, my soul, art tiou perplex'd ? 
"Why with faithless trouble vex'd ? 
Hope ill God, whose saving name 
Thou slialt joyfully proclaim, 
When his countenance shall shine 
Through the clouds that darken thine. 



PSALM XLITI, 

[Continulit.ion of PsALM Xl.II.] 

Judge me. Lord, in I'ighteousness ; 
Plead for me in my distress : 
Good and mereifui Thou art. 
Bind this bleeding, broken heart; 
Cast me not despairing henc«, 
Be thy love my confidence. 

Send tliy light and trath lo guide 
Me, too prone to turn aside, 
On thy holy hill to rest, 
In thy tabernacles blest ; 
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Ttere, to God, my cliiefest joy, 
Praise shall all my powers employ. 

Why, my soul, art thou dismay'd ? 
Why of earth or hell afraid ? 
Trust in God ; — disdain to yield, 
While o'er thee He casts his shield, 
And his counfenance divine 
Sheds the light of Heaven on thine. 



PSALM XLvr, 
No. 1. 

God is our refuge and defence, 

In trouble our unfailing aid ; 
Secure in his omnipotence, 

What foe can make our soul afraid ? 

Tea, though the earth's foundations rock, 
And mountains down the gulf be huri'd. 

His people smile amid the shock, 
They look beyond this transient world. 

There is a river pure and bright, 
Whose sti-eams make glad the heavenly |ibi 

Where, in eternity of light, 
Thedty ofour God p 
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J7G SONGS OF ZION. 

Built Ijy the word of his commanii, 
With hia unclouded presence bleat. 

Firm as his throne the bulwarks stand ; 
There is our home, our hope, our rest. 

Thither let fervent faith aspire ; 

. Our treasure and our heart be there : 

for a seraph's wing of fire ! 

No, — on the mightier wings of prayer, — 

We reach at once that last retreaf. 

And, ranged among the ransom'd throng. 

Fall with the Elders at his feet, 
Wliose name alone inspires Iheir song. 

Ah, soon, how soon ! our spirits droop ; 

Unwont ihe air of heaven to breathe : 
Tet God in very deed will stoop. 

And dwell Himself with men beneath. 

Come to thy living temples, then, 
As in the ancient times appear; 

liCt earth be pai'adiae again. 

And man, God 1 thine image here. 
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PSALM XLVI- 



Come and behold the works of Gtod, 
What desolations He will make ; 
In vengeance when He wields his rod, 
The heathen rage, their kingdoms quake: 
He utters forth his voice ; — 't is felt ; 
Like wax the world's foundations melt; 
The Lord of Hosts is in the field, 
The God of Jacob is oiir shield. 

Again He maketh wars t« cease, 

He breaks the how, unpoints the spear, 
And bums the chariot ; — joy and peace 
In all his glorious march appear : 
Silence, Earth ! thy Maker own ; 
Te Gentiles, He is God alone ; 
The Lord of Hosts is in the field. 
The God of Jacob is our shield. 
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PSALM XL VII. 

I'llxToi. the Lord, the Loi-d most high, 

King over all the earth ; 
Esalt hia triumphs to the sky 

la songs of sacred mirth. 

Where'er the sea-ward rivers run, 

His banner shall advance, 
And every realm beneath the sun 

Be his inheritance. 

GtOd is gone up with loud acclaim. 
And trumpets' tuneful voice ; 

Sing praise, sing praises to his name ; 
Sing praises, and rejoice 1 

Sing pi-aises to our God ! sing praise 

To every creature's King ! 
His wondrous works, his glorious ways, 

Ali tongues, all kindred sing. 

God sits Hpon his holy throne, 
God o'er the heathen reigns ; 

His truth through all the world is known, 
Tliat triitK his throne sustains. 
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S0SG3 OF ZION. 

Princes around his footstool throng, 

Kings in the ttast adore ; 
Earth and her shields to God belong; 

Sing praises e 



PSALM XL VIII. 

Jehovah is great, and great be his praise; 

In the city of God He is King ; 
Proclaim ye hia triumphs in jubilant iaya, 

On the mount of his holiness sing. 

The joy of the earth, from her beautiful height, 

Is Zion'a impregnable hill ; 
The Lord in her temple still faketh delight, 

God reigns in. her palaces still. 

At the sight of her splendor, the kings of the earth 
Grew pale with amazement and dread ; 

Fear seized them like pangs of a premature birth ; 
They came, they beheld her, and fled. 

Thou breakest the ships from the sea-circled climea. 
When the storm of thy jealousy lowers ; 

Ab our lathers have told of thy deeds, in their times. 
So, Lord, have we witnesa'd in ours. 
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280 soN<js or ziON. 

In the midst of tby temple, God ! Iiath our mir 

Kemember'd thy mercy of old; 
Let tliy name, like thy praise, to no realm be c 
fined; 

Thy power may all nations behold. 

Let the daughters of Judah be glad for thy love, 

The mountain of Zion rejoice, 
For Thou wilt estabUsh her seat from above, 

— Wilt mate her the throne of thy choice. 



Go, walk about Zion, 

Her walls and her bulwarks mark well ; 
Contemplate her palaces, glorious in strength, 

Her towers and their pinnacles tell. 

Then say to youv children:- — Our strong-h 
tried ; 

This God is our God to the end ; 
Hia people for ever his counsels shall guide. 

His ai-m shall for ever defend. 
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SOKGS OF ZIOS. 



PSALM LI. 



Have mercy on me, my God I 
In loviug-kindness Lear my prayer ; 

Witlidraw the terror of tliy rod; 
Lord ! in thy tender merey, spare. 



e where'er I look ; 
But I confess their guilt to Tiiee : 
Blot my transgressions from thy book, 
Cleanse me from mine iniquity. 

Wbither from vengeance can I run? 

Just are thy judgments. Lord, and right: 
For all the evil I have done, 

I did it. only in thy sight. 

Shapen in frailty, born in sin, 
From error how shall I depart? 

.IjO, thou requireat ti'uth within; 

Lord ! write thy truth upon my heart. 

Me through the blood of sprinkiing make 
Pure from defilement, white aa snow ; 

Heal me for my Redeemer's sake ; 
Then joy and gladness I shall know. 
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I SONGS OF ZION. 

A perfect heait in me ci-eate, 
Renew my soul ia innocence; 

Cast not the suppliaat from thy gate, 
Nor take thine Holy Spirit hence. 

Thy consolations, aa of old, 

Now to my ti-ouhled mind restore ; 

By thy free Spirit's might uphold 
And guide my steps, to fall no more. 

Then sinners will I teach thy ways, 
And rebels to thy sceptre bring ; 

— Open my lips, God I in praise, 
So sliall my mouth thy goodness sing. 

Not streaming blood, nor purging fire, 
Thy righteous anger can appeases 

Bumt-offei-ings thou dost not requii-e, 
Or gladly I would render tliese. 

The broken heart in sacrifice, 

Alone may thine acceptance meet ; 

My heart, Giod ! do not despise. 
Broken and contrite, at thy feet 
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HOKGS OF ZION. 



rSALM LXIII. 



O God I Thou art my God alone. 
Early to Thee my soul sliall cry ; 

A pilgi'im in a land unknown, 

A Ihirety land whose springs are dry, 

that it were as it hath been, 
When, praying in the holy place, 

Thy power and glory I have seen, 

And mai-k'd the footsteps of thy graee ! 

Yet, through this rough and thorny maze, 
I follow hard on Thee, my God ! 

Thine hand unseen upholds my ways, 
I safely tread where Thou hast trod. 

Thee, in the watches of the night, 
When I remember on my bed, 

Thy presetK* makes the darkness light, 
Thy guardian wings are round my head. 

Better than life itself thy love, 
Dearer than all beside to me; 

For whom have I in heaven above. 

Or what on earth, compared with Thee ? 
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BONGS OF ZrON. 



Praise with my heart, my mind, my voice, 
For all thy mercy 1 will give ; 

My soul shall still in Giod rejoice, 

My tongue shall bless Thee while I live. 



PSALM LXIX. 

God ! be merciful to me, 
For my spirit trusts in Thee, 
And to Thee, her refiige, springs ; 
Be the shadow of fhy wings 
Round the trembling sinner caat^ 
Till the storm is overpast. 

From the water-floods that roll 
Deep and deeper round my soul, 
Me, thine arm almighty take. 
For thy loving-kindness' sake: 
If thy truth from me depart, 
Thy rebuke would break my heart. 

Foes increase, they close me round, 
Friend nor comforter is found ; 
Sore temptations now assail, 
Hope, and strength, and corn-age fail ; 
Turn not from thy servant's grief. 
Hasten, Lord I to my rehef. 
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Poor and sorrowful am I ; 
Set me, O iny Gocl! on high : 
Wonders Thou for me hast wrought ; 
Nigh fo death my soul is 
Save me, Lord ! in mercy sav< 
Lest I sink below the grave. 



PSALM LXX. 

Hasten, Lord, to my release. 
Haste to help me, O my Grod ! 

Foes, like armed bands, increase ; 
Turn them back the way they trod. 

Dork temptations round me press, 
Evil thoughts my soul assail ; 

Doubts and feai-s, in my distress, 
Eise, tiU flesh and spirit fail. 

Those tliat seek Thee shall rejoice ; 

I am bow'd with misery ; 
Tet I make thy law my choice ; 

Turn, my God ! and look on me. 

Thou mine only Helper art. 
My Redeemer from the grave ; 

Strength of my desiring heart, 
Do not tarry, haste to save ! 
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PSALM LXXI. 

LoKD ! I have put my trust in Thee, 
Turn not my confidence to shame ; 

Thy promiae is a rock to me, 
A tower of I'efuge is thy name. 

Thou liast upheld me from the womb ; 

Tliou wert my stj-<™gth and hope in youth ; 
Now, ti-embUng, bending o'er the tomb, 

I lean upon thine arm of truth. 

Though I have long outlived my peers, 
And stand amid the world alone, 

(A stranger, left by former years,) 
I know my God, — by Him am knoivn. 

Cast me not off in mine old ago, 
Forsake me not in my last hour ; 

Tbe foe hath not foregone his rage. 
The lion ravens to devour. 

Not far, my God, not fer remove : 

Sin and the world still spread their snares ; 
Stand by me now, or they will prove 

Too crafty yet for my grey hairs. 



»i..,Goo^lf 



SOSGS OF ZIO.V, 



Me, ihrougli what ti-oubles bast Tlion bi-ou^ 
Me, with what consolations crown'd I 

Now be thj la^t deliverance wrought ; 
My soul in peace with Thee be found ! 



PSALM LXXII. 

Hail to the Lord's anointed ! 

Great David's greater Son ; 
Hail, in the time appointed, 

His reign on earth begun ! 
He comes to break oppression, 

To set the captive free ; 
To take away transgression. 

And rule in equity. 

He comes with succor speedy, 

To those who suffer wrong ; 
To help the poor and needy, 

And bid the weak be sti-ong ; 
To give them songs for aigliing, 

Thdr darkness turn to light, 
Whose souls, condemn'd and dying. 

Were predous in hie sighL 

By such shall He be feared, 
While sim and moon endure, 

Beloved, obey'd, revered ; 
For He shall judge the poor, 
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SOBGS OP ZION. 

Through changing generations, 
With justice, mercy, truth, 

While stars m^ntain their stations, 
Or moona renew their joutli. 

He shall come down, like showers 

Upon tki fruitful earth, 
And love, joy, hope, like flowers, 

Spring in hig path to birth : 
Before Him, on the raountaius, ' 

Shall Peace the herald go ; 
And righteousness in fountains 

From MU to valley flow. 

Arabia's desert-ranger. 

To Him shall bow the knee ; 
The Ethiopian stranger 

His glory come to see ; 
With offerings of devotion, 

Ships from the isles shall meet 
To pour the wealth of ocean 

In tribute at Ms feet. 

Kings sliall fall down before Him, 

And gold and incease bring ; 
All nations shall adore Him, 

His praise all people sing ; 
For He shall have dominion 

O'er river, sea, and shore. 
Far as the eagle's pinion 

Or dove's light wing can soar. 
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SONGS OF ZION, 



For Him shall prayer u 

And daily vows, ascend ; 
His kingdom sfill increasing, 

A kingdom without end ; 
The mountain-dews shall nourish 

A seed in weakness sown, 
"Whose feait shall spread and floarish, 

And shake like Lebanon. 

O'er every foe victorious, 

He on his throne shall rest, 
From age to age more glorious, 

All-blessiog and all-blest ; 
The tide of time shall never 

His covenant remove ; 
Hia name shall stand for ever; 

That name to us is — Love. 
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PSALM LXXIII. 

Tkttlt the Lord is good fo tJioae, 

The pure in heart, who love his name ; 

But as for me, templation rose, 
And well-nigh cast me down to sliame. 

For I was envious at their state, 
' When I beheld the ivieked rise. 
And flourish in their pride elate, 
No fear of death before their eyes. 

Not troubled they, aa others are. 

Nor phigued, with all their Y.ain pretence ; 
Pride like a chain of gold they wear. 

And clothe tliemselvea with violence. 

Swoln are their eyes wifh wine and lust, 
For more than heart can wish have they ; 

In fraud and tyranny they trust 
To make the multitude their prey. 

Their mouth assails the heavens ; iheir tongue 
Walks arrogantly through the eartli ; 

Pleasure's full cups to them are wrung ; 
They reel ia revelry and mirth. 
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SONGS Oi' ZION. 

" "Who is the Lord, that we should fear 
Leet He our dark devices know ? 

"Who the Most High, that He should heai', 
Or heed, the words of men below ? " 

Thus cry the mockers, flusli'd with healt'i. 
Exulting while tlieir joys inereaae ; 

These are the' ungodly ; — men, whose \vc 
Flows like a river, ne'er to cease. 

And have I cleansed my heart in vain, 
And wash'd in innocence my hands ? 

All day afflicted, I complain, 

All Bight I mourn in straitening bands. 

Too painful this for me to view, 
TiU to thy temple, Loi-d, I went. 

And then their fearful end I knew, 
How suddenly their light is spent. 

Surely, in slippery places set^ 

Down to perdition these are hurl'd ; 

Snared la the toils of their own net, 
A spectacle to all the world. 

As, from a dream when one aw^es, 
The phantoms of ihe brain take flight ; 

So, when thy wrath in thunder breaks. 
Their image shall di^olve in night. 

Abaah'd, my folly then I saw ; 

I seem'd before Thee like a brute ; 
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Smit to the lieart, o'erwhelm'd witli awe, 
I bow'd, and worsbipp'd, and was mut«. 

Tet Thou art ever at my side ; 

! still uphold me, and defend ; 
Me by thy counsel Thou shalt guide, 

And bring to glory in the end. 

Whom have 1, Lord ! in heaven but Thee ? 

On earth shall none divide my heai't ; 
Then fail my flesh, my spirit flee, 

Thou mine eternal portion art. 



PSALM LXXVII. 

In time of tribulation, 

Hear, Loi-d i my feeble cries ; 
With humble supplication, 

To Thee my spirit flies : 
My heart with grief is breaking, 

Scarce can my voice complmn; 
Mine eyes, with tears kept waking, 

Still watch and weep in vfun. 

The days of old, in vision. 
Bring vanish'd bliss to view ; 

The years of lost fruition 
Their joys in pangs renew : 
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SONGS OP ZION. 

Keiuember'd songs of gladaess, 

Through night's lone silence hrought, 

Strike ootes of deeper sadness, 
And stir desponding thought. 

Hath God cast off forever? 

Cau time his truth impair ? 
His f«nder mei-cy, never 

Shall I presume to share ? 
Hath He, his loving-Id ndness 

Shut up in endless wrath ? 
— No ; — this is my own blindness 

That cannot see his path. 

I cail to recollection 

The years of hie right hand ; 
And, strong in his protection, 

Again through fitith I stand : 
Thy deeds, Lord ! are wonder ; 

Holy are all thy ways ; 
The secret place of thunder 

Shall utter forth thy praise. 

Thee, with the tribes assembled, 

OGod! the biOows saw ; 
They saw Thee, and they trembled, 

Tum'd, and stood still, with awe : 
The clouds shot hail — they lighten'd ; 

The eaitL reel'd to and fro ; 
Thy fiery pillar hrighten'd 

The gulf of gloom below. 
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BONGS OF 2I0N. 

Thy way is in great waters. 

Thy footsteps are not known ; 
Let Adam's sons and daughters 

Confide in Thee alone : 
Tlirough tlie wild sea Thou leddest 

Thy chosen flock of yore ; 
Still on the waves Thou treadest, 

And thy redeem'd pass o'er. 



PSALM LXXX. 

Oj' old, God ! thine own right hand 
A pleasant vine did plant and train; 

Above the hiUs, o'er all the land. 
It sought the sun, and drank tlie rain. 

Its houghs like goodly cedars spread, 
Fortli to the river went tlie root ; 

Perennial verdure crown'd its head, 
It bore, in every season, fruit. 

That vine is desolate and torn, 
Its scions in the dust are laid ; 

Eank o'er the ruin springs the thorn, 
The wild boar wallows in the sliade. 

Lord God of Hosts ! thine ear incline, 
e into songs tliy people's fears ; 
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Return, and visit this thy Tine, 
Eevive thy work amidst the years, 



The plenteous and continual dew 
Of thy rich blessing here descend ; 

So shall thy vine its leaf renew, 

TiU o'er the earih its branches bend. 

Then shall it flourish wide and far, 
While realms beneath its shadow rest ; 

The morning and the evening aiar 

Shall mark its bounds from east to west 



So shall thine enemies be dumb, 

Thy haniah'd ones no more enslaved, 

The fulness of the Gentiles come. 
And Isi^ael's youngest bom be saved. 
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SO^GS OF ZION. 



PSALM LXXSIT. 



How amialile, how fe.ir, 

O Lord of Hosts ! to me, 
Thy tabernacles are 1 

My flesh, eiiea out for Thee ; 
My heart and soul, with heaven-waid fire 
To Thee, the living God, aspire. 

The sparrow here finds plaee 

To build her little nest ; 
The swallow's wandering race 

Hither return and rest ; 
Beneath thy roof their young ones cry, 
And round thine altar learn to fly. 

Thrice-blessed they who dwell 
Within thine hoifee, my Grod I 

Where daily praises swell, 
And still the floor is trod 

By those, who in thy presence bow, 

By those, wh(»e King and God art Thou. 

Through Baca's arid vale, 
As pUgrims when they pass, 
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SONGS Of ZiOS. 2; 

The well-springs never fail, 

Fresh i-ain renews the grass ; 
From strength to strength they journey still, 
Till all appear on Zion's hill. 

Lord God of Hosts ! give ear, 

A gracious answer yield ; 
God of Jacob ! hear ; 

Behold, God! our shield; 
Look on thine owa Anointed One, 
And save through thy beloved Son. 

Lord ! I would rather stand 

A keeper at thy gate, 
Than on the king's right hand 

In tents of worldly atate ; 
One day within thy courts, one day, 
Is worth a thousand cast away. 

God is a sun of light, 

Glory and grace to shed ; 
God is a shield of might, 

To guard the faithful head : 
O Lord of Hosts ! how happy he, 
Tiie man who puts his trust in Thee ! 
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PSALM SO. 

LoKD ! Thou liast seen thy people's rest 
Througb. all their generations, 

Their refuge wten by danger prest, 
Their hope in tribulations ; 

Thou, ere the mountains sprang fo hirth. 

Or ever thou hadst form'd the earth. 
Art God from everlasting ! 

The sons of men return to clay. 
When Thou llie word hast spoken. 

As with a torrent borne away. 
Gone like a dream when broken : 

A thousand years are, in thy sight, 

Bnt as a watch amid the night, 
Or yesterday departed. 

At mom we flourish like the grass 
With dew and sunbeams lighted, 

But ere the cool of evening pass, 
The rich array is blighted ; 

Thus do thy chastisements consume 

Youth's tender leaf and beauty's bloom ; 
We fade at thy displeasure. 
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Our life is like the transient breath 

That teUs a mournful story ; 
Early or late, stopt short by death ; 

And where is all our gloiy ? 
Our days are threescore yeai-s and ten, 
And if Ihe spaa be lengthen'd then, 

Their strength is toil and sorrow. 

Lo ! thou hast set before thine eyes 
All our misdeeds and errors ; 

Our secret sins from darkness rise, 
At thine awakening terrors : 

Who shall abide the tiying hour ? 

Who knows the thunder of thy power? 
We flee unto thy mercy. 

Lord ! teach as so to mark our days, 
That we may prize them duly ; 

So guide our feet in Wisdom's ways, 
That we may love Thee truly : 

Return, Lord ! our griefs behold. 

And with thy goodness, as of old, 
satisfy us early ! 

Restore our comforts as our fears, 

Our joy as our affliction ; 
Give to thy church, through changing yei 

Increasing benediction ; 
Thy glorious beauty there reveal. 
And with Ihy pei'fect image seal 

Thy servants and their labore. 



»i..,Goo^lf 



PSALM XCI, 

Call Jehovah thy salvation, 

Rest beneath the' Ahnighty's shade ; 
In his secret habitation 

Dwell, nor ever be dismay'd : 
There no tumult can alarm thee, 

Thou ahalt dread no hidden snare ; 
Guilt nor violence can harm thee. 

In eternal safeguai'd there. 

From the sword at noon-day waatmg. 

From tile noisome pestilence. 
In the depth of midnight blasting, 

God shall be thy sure defence : 
Fear not tliou the deadly quiver, 

When a thousand feel the blow ; 
Mercy shall thy soul deliver, 

Though ten tliousaiid be laid low. 

Only with thine eye, the anguish 
Of the wicked thou shalt see, 
When by slow disease they languish, 

.When they perish suddenly : 
Thee, though winds and waves be swelling, 
God, thine hope, shall bear through all ; 
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PlE^e shall not come nigh thy dwelling, 
Thee no evil shall befall. 

He sliall cliarge liia angel-legions, 

Watch aiicl ivard o'er Thee to keep, 
Though thou walk through hostile regions. 

Though in desert-wilds tiUou sleep ; 
Oil the lion Tainlj roaring. 

On his young, thy foot shall tread ; 
And, the dragon's den exploring, 

Thou shftlt hruise the serpent's head. 

Since, with pure and firm affection. 

Thou on God haat set thy love, 
With the wings of his protection 

He will shield thee from above : 
Thou shall call on him in trouble, 

He will hearken, He will save, 
Here for grief I'eward thee double. 

Crown with life beyond the grave. 
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PSALM SCIII. 

The Lord is King; — upon his throne 
He sits iu garments glorious ; 
. Or ^rds for war his armor on, 
In every fldd victorious : 

The world came forth at his command ; 

Built on his word, its pillai's stand ; 
They never can be shaken. 

The Lord was King ere time hegan, 

His reign is everlasting ; 
When high the flooiis in tumult ran, 

Their foam to heaven up-eaating, 
He made the raging waves his path ; 
— The sea is mighty in its wrath, 

But God on high is mightier. 

Thy testimonies, Lord ! are sure ; 

Thy realm fears no commotion. 
Firm as the earth, whose shores endure 

The' eternal toil of ocean : 
And Thou witli perfect peace wilt bless 
Tliy fiuthfiil flock ; — for holiness 

Becomes thine house for ever. 
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PSALM SCV. 

COMB, let us sing to the Lord, 

In Gad our salvation, rejoice ; 
In psalms of thanks^ving record 

His praise, with one spirit, one voice! 
For Jehovah is King, and He reigns, 

The God of all gods, on hie tliroue ; 
The strength of the hills He maintains, 

The ends of the earth are his own. 

The sea is Jebovah's ; — He made 

The tide its dominion to know ; 
The land is Jehovah's ; — He laid 

Its solid foundations helow : 
O come, let us worship, and kneel 

Before our Creator, our God ! 
— The people who serve Him with zeal, 

— The Sock whom He guides with his 

As Moses, the fathers of old 

Through the sea and the wilderness led, 
His wonderful works we behold. 

With manna from heaven are fed : 
To-day, let us hearken, to-day, 

To the voice that yet speaks from aljov( 
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And all his commandmenfs obey, 
For all tia commandmenta are love. 

His wrath let us fear to provoke, 

To dwell in his faYor unite ; 
His service is freedom, his yoke 

la easy, his burden is light : 
But, oh I of rebellioQ beware, 

Kebellion, that hardens the breast. 
Lest God in his anger should swear 

Tiiat we shall not enter hia rest. 



Be joyful in God, all ye lands of the earth ! 

0, serve Him with gladness and fear! 
Exult in his presence with music and mirth, 

With bve and devotion draw near. 

For Jehovah is God, — and Jehovah alone, 

Creator and ruler o'er all ; 
And we are his people, his sceptre we own ; 

His sheep, and we follow his call. 

O, enter his gates with thanksgiving and song 
Your vows in his temple proclaim ; 

Hia praise with melodious accordance prolong 
And bless his adorable name ! 
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For good is the JjOrd, inexpressibly good, 
And we are tie work of his hand ; 

His mercy and truth from eternity stood, 
And shall to eternity stand. 



I'SALM ran. 

MT soul ! with all thy powers, 

Bless the Lord's most holy name ; 
my soul ! till life's last hours, 

Bless the Lord, his praise proclaim : 
Thine infirmities He heal'd ; 
He thy peace and pardon seal'd. 

He with loving-kindness crown'd thee, 

Satisfied thymouth with good; 
From the snares of death unbound thee. 
Eagle-like thy youth renew'd : 
Rich in tender mercy He, 
Slow to wrath, to favor free. 



He will not re 

Though awhile He hide his face ; 
Nor his God-like bounty measure 
By our merit, but his grace : 
As the heaven the earth ti-anscenda, 
Over us his care extends, 
?0L. 11. -20 
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Far as tlic east aad west are parted, 

He our sins liath sever'd thus: 
As a father, loving-hearted, 

Spares his Son, He spareth us ; 
For He knows our feeble frame. 
He remembers whence we came. 

llark the field-flower, where it groweth, 

Frail and beautiful ; — anon. 

When the south-wind softly bloweth, 

Look again, — tlie flower is gonel 

Such is man, hia honors pass, 

Like the glory of the grass. 

From eternity, eadurJDg 

To eternity, — the Lord, 
Still his people's bliss insuring, 
Keeps his covenanted word ; 

Tea, witli truth and righteousness, 
Children's children He will bless- 
As in heaven, his throne and dwelling, 

King on earth He holds his sway ; 
Angels I ye in strength excelling, 
Bless the Lord, his voice obey ; 
All his works beneath the pole, 
Bless the Lord, with thee, mj soul ! 
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PSALM CIV. 

My soul ! adore the Lord of might : 

WJtli uncreated glory crown'd, 
And clad in royalty of light, 

He draws the curtain'd heavens around ; 
Dark waters his pavilion Ibrm, 
Clouds are his car, his wheels the storm . 

Lightning before Him, and behind 
Thunder rebounding to and fro ; 
He walks upon the winged wind, 
And reins the blast, or lets it go : 

— This goodly globe his wisdom plaan'd. 
He lix'd the bounds of sea and land. 

When o'er a guilty world, of old, 

He summon'd the avenging main, 
At his rebuke tlie billows roU'd 
Back to their pai-ent golf i^in ; 

The monntains raised their joyful heads. 
Like new creations, from their beds. 

Thenceforth the self-revolving tide 
Its daily fall and flow mEuntains ; 

Through winding vales fresh fountains glide. 
Leap from the hills, or course the plains ■ 
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There thirsty c^tle throng the hrink, 
And the wild asses bend to drink. 

Fed by the currents, iruitful groves 

Expand their leaves, their fragrance fling, 
IVhere the cool breeze at noon-tide rovea, 
And birds among the branches sing ; 
Soft felt the showers when day declines, 
And sweet the peaceful rainbow shines. 

Grass through the meadows, rich with flowers, 
God's bounty spreads for herds and flocks : 

On Lebanon his cedar towers, 

The wild goats bound upon his rocks ; 
Fowls in bis forests build tieir nests, 

— The stork amid the pine-tree rests. 

To strengtlien maa, condemn'd to toil, 
He tills with grain the golden ear ; 

Bids the ripe olive melt with oil. 

And swells the grape, man's heart to cheer ; 

— The moon her tide of changing knows, 
Her orb with lustre ebbs and flows. 

The sun goes down, the stars come o«t; 
He maketh darkness, and 'tis nights 
Then roam the beasts of prey about, 
The desert rings with chase and flight : 
The hon, and the lion's brood, 
Look up, — and God provides them food. 

Bl.ui'n dawns far east; ere long the sun 
Warms the glad nations with his beams ; 
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Day, in their ^ens, the spoilers shun, 
And night returns to them in dreams: 
Man from liis couch to labor goes, 
Till evening brings again repose ! 

How manifold tlij works, Lord ! 

In wisdom, power, and goodness wrought; 
The earth is with thy riches stored. 
And ocean with thy wonders fraught : 
TJufathom'd caves beneath the detip 
For Thee their hidden treasures keep. 

Tliere go the ships, with sails unfurl'd, 

By Thee directed on their way ; 
There, in his own mysterious world, 
Leviatlian delights to play ; 

And tiibes that range immensity, 
Unknown to man, are known to Thee. 

By Thee alone the living live ; 

Hide but thy face, their coinforls fly ; 
They gather what thy seasons give ; 
Take Thou away their breath, they die : 
Send forth thy Spirit from above. 
And all is life agmu, and love. 

Joy iu his works Jehovah takes, 

Yet to destruction they return; 
He looks upon the earth, it quakes; 
Touches tlie mountains, mid they bum ; 
— Thou, God ! for ever ai-t the same ; 
I AM is thine unchanging name. 
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SOKGS OF ZION. 



PSALM CVII. 
No. 1. 



Thank aiifl praise Jehovah's imrae, 
For his mercies, firm and sure, 

From eterDity, the same, 
To efemity endure. 

Let the ransom'd thus rejoice, 
Gather'd out of every land ; 

As the people of liis choice, 

Pluck'd from the destroyer's liand. 

In the wilderness astray, 

Hitier, thither, wlaile they roam, 
Hungry, feinting by the way. 

Far from refuge, shelter, home : — 

Then unto tlie Lord they ery. 
He inclines a gracioug ear, 

Sends deliverance from on high, 
Kescnea them from all their fear. 

To a pleasant land He brings. 
Where the vine and olive grow, 

"Where from flowery hills the springs 
Through luxuriant valleys flow. 
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SONGS OF ZION. 

that men would praise the Lord, 
For his goodness'fo their race ; 

For the wonders of his word, 
And the riches of his grace ! 



PSALM CVII. 



TuEY that mourn in dungeon gloom, 

Bound in iron and despair, 
Sentenced to a heavier doom 

Than the pangs they suffer there ; — 

Foes and rebels once to God, 
They disdain'd his high control ; 

Now they feel his flery rod 

Striking terrors through their soul. 

Wrung with agoay, they fall 
To the dust, and, gazing round, 

Call for help ; — in vain they call, 
Help, nor hope, nor friend are found. 

Then unto the Lord they cry ; 

He inclines a gracious ear, 
Sends deUverance from on high, 

Rescues tJiem from all their fear. 



»i..,Goo^lf 



SONGS OF ZION. 

He restores their forfeit breath, 
Breaks in twain the gates of brass ; 

From the bands and grasp of death, 
Forth to hberty they pass. 

O that men would praise the Lord, 
For his goodness to their race ; 

For the wonders of his word. 
And the riches of his grace ! 



PSALM CVII. 



Fools, for their transgresaion, see 
Sliarp disease their youth consume, 

And their beauty, lilie a tree, 
■Withering o'er an eai-ly tomb. 

Food is loathsome to their taste, 
And the eye revolts from light ; 

All their joys to ruin haste, 
As the sunset into nigiit. 

Then unto the Lord they cry ; 

He inclines a gracious ear, 
Sends deliverance from on high. 

Rescues them from all their fear. 
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BONGS OF ZIOK. 

He with health renews their fi-ame, 
Lengthens out their numher'd days; 

Let them glorify tis name 
With the sacrifice of praise. 

that men would praise the Lord, 
For liis goodness lo their race 5 

For the wonders of his word, 
And the riches of his grace ! 



rSALM CVIX. 



They tliat toil upon the deep, 
And, in TCssels light and frail. 

O'er the mighty waters sweep 
With the billow and the gale, — 

Mark what wonders God performs, 
When He spealta, and, ucconflned. 

Rush to battle all his storms 
In the cliariota of the wind. 

Up to heaven their hark is whirl'd 
On the mountain of the ware ; 

Down 88 suddenly 'tis hurl'd 
To the' abysses of the gi-ave. 
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To and fro they reel, they roll, 
As intoxicate with, wine ; 

Terrors paralyze their soul, 

Helm they quit, and hope resign. 

Then unto the Lord they cry ; 

He inclines a gracious ear, 
Sends deliyeranee fi-om on high, 

Eeseues them from all their fear. 

Calm and smooth the surges flow, 
And, where deadly lightning ran, 

Grod's own reconciling bow 
Metes the ocean with a span. 

that men would praise the Lord, 
For hia goodness to their race ; 

For the wonders of his word, 
And the riches of his gi-ace! 



PSAT.M CTII. 

No, 6. 

Let the eldei-s praise tlie Lord, 
Him let all the people praise, 

Wlien they meet with one aceord 
In his courts, on holy days. 
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Giod for sin will vengeance tate, 
Smite the eartL with sore distress, 

And a fruitful region make 
As the howling wilderness. 

But when mercy stays his hand, 
Famine, plague, and deatli depart ; 

Tea, the rock, at his command. 
Pours a river from its heart. 

There the hungry dwell in peace. 
Cities build, and plough the ground. 

While their flocks and herds increase, 
And their corn and wine abound. 

Should they yet rebel, — his ai-m 
Ijays their pride ^ain in dust : 

But the poor He shields from harm, 
And in Him tlie righteous trust. 

"WTioao wisely marks his will, 
Thus evolving bliss from woe, 

Shall, redeem'd from every ill, 
All his loving-kindness know. 
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PSALM CXIII. 

Servants of Grod I in joyful lays 
Sing ye the Lord Jehovah's praise , 
His glorious name let all adore, 
From age to age, for e 



Blest be that name, supremely blest, 
From the sun's rising to its rest ; 
Above the heavens Lis power is known, 
Throngh all the earth his goodness showi 

Who is like Glod ? — - so great, so high, 
He bows Himself to view tbe sky, 
And yet, with condescending grace, 
Looks down upon the human race. 

He heai-s the uacomplaining moan 
Of those who sit and weep alone ; 
He hfls the mourner from the dust. 
And saves the poor in Him that trust. 

Sei-vants of Grod ! in joyful lays 
Sing ye the Lord Jehovah's praise ; 
His saving name let all adore, 
From age to age, for evermore. 
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PSALM CXVI. 

I LOVE the Lord ; — He lent an ear 

When I for help implored ; 
He resfiued me from all my fear ; 

Therefore I love the Lord. 

Bound hmid and foot with cliains of sin, 
Death dragg'd me for his prey ; 

The pit w^ moved to take me in ; 
All hope was far away. 

I cried, in ^ony of mind, 

" Lord ! I beseech Thee, save : " 

He heard me ; — Death his prey resjgn'd, 
And Mercy shut tlie grave. 

Eetnrn, my soul, unto thy rest, 

From God no longer roam ; 
His hand liath bonntifuay blest, 

His goodness caU'd thee home, 

"What shall I render unto Thee, 

My Saviour in distress, 
For all thy benefits to me, 

So gi-eat and numberless? 
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This will I do, for thy love's sake, 
And tliQS thy power proclaim ; 

The sacramenf al cup I '11 lake, 
And call upoa tliy name. 

Thou God of covenanted grace, 
Hear and record my vow, 

While in thy courts I seek thy face, 
And at thine altar bow : — 

Henceforth to Thee myself 1 give ; 

With single heart and eye. 
To walk before Thee while I live, 

And hless Thee when I die. 



rSALM CXVII. 

All ye Gentileis, praise the Lord ; 

All ye lands, your voices raise : 
Heaven and earth, with loud accord, 

Praise the Lord, for ever praise ! 

For his truth and mercy stand, 
Past, and present, and to be, 

Like the years of his right hand. 
Like his own eternity. 
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SO.NGS OP ZIOS. 

Praise Him, ye who know his love, 
Praise Him from the depths beneaili, 

Praise Him in the heights above ; 
Praise your Maker, ail that hreatiie 1 



PSALM CXXI. 

Encompabs'd witli ten thousand ills, 

Press'd by pursuing foes, 
I lift mine eyes unto the hills, 

From whence salvation flows. 

My help is from the Lord, who made 
And goveras eai'th and sky ; 

I look to his almighty aid, 
Aud ever-watching eye. 

— He who thy soul in safety keeps 
Shall drive destruction hence; 

The Lord tliy teeper never sleeps ; 
The Lord is thy defence. 

The sun, with his afflictive light. 
Shall harm thee not by day ; 

Nor thee the moon molest by night 
Along thy tranquil way. 
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Thee shall the Loi-d preserve frorc 
And comfort in distress ; 

Thy going out and coming in, 
The Lord thy God shall hless. 



rSALM CXXII. 

Glad waa iny heart to hear 

My old companions say, 
Come, — in the house of God appear, 

For 'tis an holy day. 



Our willing feet shall staud 

Witliin the temple door, 
While young and old, in many a hand, 

Shall throng the sacred floor. 

Thither fie tribes repair, 
Where all are wont to meet, 

And, joyful in the house of prayer, 
Bend at the mercy-seat. 

Pray for Jerusalem, 

The city of our God; 
The Lord from heaven be kind to them 

That love the dear abode. 
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SO«<iS OP ZION. 

"Within these walls may peate 
And harmony be foiind ; 

Zion I in all thy palaces, 
Prosperity abound! 

For friends and brethren dear, 
Our prayer shall never cease ; 

Oft as they meet for worship here, 
God send iiis people peace ! 



PSALM CXXIV. 

The Lord is on our side. 

His people now may say; 
The Lord is on our side, — or we 

Had iailen a sudden prey. 

Sin, Satan, Death, and HeU, 

Like fire, against us rose ; 
Then had the flames consumed us quick, 

But God repell'd our foes. 

Like water they retum'd, 

When wildest tempests rare ; 
Then had the flames gone o'er our hoad, 
But God waa there to save. 
VOL. n. 21 
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From jeopardy redeem'c!, 
As from the lion's wrath, 

Mercy and truth uphold our life, 
And safety guai-ds our patJi. 



Our soul escaped the toils ; 

As from the fowler's snare, 
The hird, with disentangled wings, 

Flifa through the houndless air. 

Oar help b from the Lord ; 

In Him. we will confide, 
Who atretch'd the heaveDS, who form'd the eiirtb. : 

— The Lord is on our side. 



P8ALM CXXV. 

Who makes the Lord of Hosts ihcir tower. 

Shall like Mount Zion be. 
Immovable by mortal power, 

Edilt OB eternity. 

As round about Jerusalem 

The guardian mountains stand. 

So shall the Lord encompass them 
Who hold by his right hand. 
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The rod of wickedness shall ne'er 

Against the just prevail, 
Lest innocence should And a snare, 

And tempted vii'tue fail. 

Do good, Lord ! do good to those 
Who cleave to Thee in heart, 

Who on thy truth alone repose, 
Noi' from tliy law depart. 

Wliile rebel souls, who turn aside, 
Tbine anger shall destroy. 

Do Thou in peace thy people guide 
To thine efemal joy. 



PSALM CXXVI. 

When God fi-om sin's captivity 
Sets his afflicted people free, 
Lost in amaze, their mercies seem 
Tbe transient raptures of a dream. 

But soon their ransom'd souls rejoice, 
And mirth aad music swell their voice. 
Till foes confess, nor dare condemn, 
" Tlie Lord hath done great things ibv tin: 
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They catch the straia and answer thus, 
" The Lord hath done great things for us ; 
Whence gladness fills our 'hearts, and son; 
Sweet and spontaneous, wake our tongues 

Turn our captivify, Lord) 
As southern rivers, at thy word, 
Bound from their channels, and restore 
Plenty, where all was waste before. 

"Who sow in tears shall reap in joy ; 
MoTight shall the precious seed destroy. 
Nor long the weeping exiles roam, 
But bring their sheaves rejoicing home. 



PSALM CXXX. 

Odt of the depths of woe 
To Thee, Lord ! I cry ; 

Darkness surrounds me, but I knot 
That Thou art ever nigh.. 

Then hearken to my voice, 
Give ear to my complaint ; 

Thou bidst the mourning soul rejoi 
Thou comfort^st the faint. 
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SONGS OP ZIOK. 

1 cast my.hope on Thee, 

Thou eanst. Thou wilt forgive; 

Wert Thou to mark iniquity, 
Wlio in Thy sight could live ? 

Humhly on Thee I wait, 

Confessing all my sin ; 
Iiord ! I am. knoclting at thy gat« ; 

Open, and take me in ! 

Like tliem, whose longing eyes 

Watch, till the morning star 
(Though late, and seen through tempesls) i' 

Heaven's jwrtals to unbar : 

Like them 1 watch and pray, 

And, though it tarry long, 
Catch the first gleam of welcome day, 

Then burst into a song. 

Glory to God above ! 
. The waters soon wiU cease ; 
For, lo! the, swift returning dove 
Brings home the sign of peace. 

Though stoiins his face obscure, 

And dangers threaten loud, 
Jehovah's covenant is sure, 

His bow is in the <doud. 



»i..,Goo^lf 



BONGS 01' ZION. 



PSALM CXXXI. 



LoKD '■ for ever at thy side 
Let my place and portion be ; 

Strip me of the rol>e of pride, 
Clothe me with humility. 

Meetly may my sonl reeeiye 
All thy Spirit hath reveal'd ; 

Thou hast spoken, — 1 believe, 
Though the prophecy were seal'd. 

Quiet as a weaned child, 

Weaned from the mother's breast ; 
By no suhtilty beguiled. 

On thy faithful word I rest. 



bamts ! rejoicmg e' 

In the Lord Jehovah trust ; 
Hun in all his ways adore, 

"Wise, and wonderful, and just. 
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PSAT-M cxxxri. 



God in his temple let us meet, 
Low on our knees before Him bend; 

Here hath He fix'd his merey-aeat, 
Here on his Sabbath we attend. 

Arise into thy reating-place, 

Thou, and thine ark of strength, O Lord ! 
Shine through the veil, we seek thy face ; 

Speak, for we hearken to thy word. 

With righteoQsueaa thy priests away ; 

Joyful thy chosen people be ; 
]jet those who teach and those who pray, 

Let all — be holiness to Thee ! 
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SONGS OP ZION. 



PSALM CXXXU. 



LoED ! for thy servant David's sake, 
Perform tliine oath to David's Son ; — 

Thy truth Thou never wilt forsake ; — 
Look on thine oitii Anointed. One ! 

The Lord in faithfulness hath sworn 
His throne for ever to maintain ; 

From realm fo realm, the sceptre borne 
Shall stretch o'er earth Messiah's reign. 

Zion, my chosen hill of old, 

My rest, my dwelling, my delight, 

With loving-kindness I uphold, 
Her walls are ever in my sight. 

I satisfy her poor with bread. 
Her fables with abundance bless, 

Joy on her sons and daughters shed, 

And clothe her priests witli righteousness 

There David's horn sliall bud and bloom. 
The branch of glory and renown ; 

His foes my vengeance shall consume ; 
Him with eternal years I crown. 
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IS&S OP ZION. 



PSALM cxxxm. 

How beautiful the sight 
Of bretliren who agree 
In friendship to unite, 
- And bonds of charity! 
'Tis like the precious ointment, shed 
O'er all his robes, from Aaron's head. 

Tis like the dews that fill 

The cups of Hemion's flowers ; 

Or Zion's fruitful hill. 

Bright with the drops of showers, 

When mingling odors breathe ai-ound, 

And glory resis On all the ground. 

For there the Lord commands 
Blessings, a boundless store. 

From bis unsparing hands; 
Tea, life for evermore : 

Thrice happy they who meet above 

To spend eternity in love ! 



»i..,Goo^lf 



PSALM CXXXIV. 

Bless ye tlie Lord with aolemn rite, 
In hymns extol bis name, 

Te wlio, within his house by eight, 
Watch round the altar'a flame. 

Lift up your hands amid the place 
Where burns the sacred sign, 

And pray, that thus Jehovah's fece 
O'er all the earth may shine. 

From Zion, from his holy hill, 
The Lord our Maker send 

The perfect knowledge of his will. 
Salvation without end ! 
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PSALM CXXXVIL 

"Where Babylon's broad riyere roll, 

In exile we sat down io weep, 
For thoughts of Zion o'er our soul 

Came, like departed joys, in sleep. 
Whose forms to sad remembrance rise, 
Thougb fled for e»er from our eyea. 

Our harps upon the willows hung, 

Whei'e, worn with toil, our limbs reclined; 

The chords, untuned and ti-embling, rung 
With mournful music on the wind ; 

While foes, insulting o'er our wrongs, 

Cried, — " Siug us one of Zion'a songs." 

How can we sing the songs we love. 
Far from our own delightful land? 

— If I prefer thee not above 

My chiefest joy, may this right hand, 

Jerusalem I foi^et its skill, 

My tongue be dumb, my pulse be slJU ! 
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PSALM csxxvm. 

Thee will I praise, Lord I in light, 
Where seraphim surround thy throne ; 

"With heart and soul, with mind and might, 
Thee will I worsMp, Thee alone. 

I bow toward thy holy place ; 

For Thou, in mercy still the same, 
Hast magnified thy word of grace 

O'er all the wonders of thy name. 

In peril, when I cried to Thee, 

How did thy strength renew my soul ! 

Ejngs and their realms might bend the knee, 
Could I to man reveal the whole. 

Thou, Lord ! above aU height art high, 
Tet with the lowly wilt Thou dwell ; 

TJie proud far off, thy jealous eye 
Shall mark, and with a look repel. 

Though in the depth of trouble thrown, 
With grief I shall not always strive ; 

Thon wUt thy suffering servant own. 
And Thou the contrite heart revive. 
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Thy purpose then in me fulfil ; 

Forsake me not, for I am thine ; 
Perfect in me thine utmost will ; 

— Whate'er it be, that will be mi 



PSALM CXXXIX. 

Seaecheb of heai-ts ! to Thee are known 
The inmost secrets of my bi^eaat ; 

At home, abroad, in crowds, alone, 
Thou mark'st my rising and my rest^ 

My thoughts far off, through every maze, 

Source, stream, and issue, — all my ways. 

No word that from my mouth proceeds, 
Evil or good, escapes thine ear : 

"Witness Thou art to all my deeds, 
Before, behind, for ever near ; 

Such knowledge is for me too high ; 

I Jive but in my Maker's eye. 

How from thy presence should I go. 
Or whither from thy Spirit flee, 

Since all above, around, below, 
Esdst in thine immensity ? 

— If up to heaven I take my way, 

I meet Thee in eternal day. 

If in the grave I make my bed 

"With worms and dust, lo ! Tliou art there ; 
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SOJJGS OF I 



If, on the wings of morning sped, 

Beyoad the ocean I repair, 
I feel thine all-controlling will, 
And thy right hand upholds me atiU. 

" Let darkness hide me," if I say, 
Darkness can no concealment be ; 

Night, on thy rising, shines like day. 
Darkness and light are one with Thee : 

For ThoTi my embryo-form didst view 

Ere her own babe my mother knew. 

In me thy workmanship display'd, 

A mii-acle of power I stand ; 
Fearfully, wonderfully made. 

And framed in secret by thy hand ; 
I lived, ere into being brought, 
Through thine eternity of thought. 

How precious are thy thoughts of peace, 
O God, to me ! how great the sum ! 

They were, they are, and yet shall come, 
In number and in compass, more 



Than ocean's sand, or ocean's shore. 

Search me, God ! and know my licsii 
Tiy me, my secret soul survey. 

And warn thy servant to depart 
From every false and evil way ; 

So shall thy truth my guidance be 
To life and immortality. 
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PSALM CXLI. 

Lord ! let my pi-ayer ]ike iDceiise rise, 
And when I lift my liands to Tliee, 

As on tiic evening sacrifice, 

Look down from heaven, wcll-picased, on m< 

Set Thou a watch to keep my tongue, 

Ijet not my hewt to sin incline ; 
Save me from men wiio practise wrong. 

Let me not share their mirlh and wine. 

But let the righteous, when I stray, 

Smite me in love ; — his strokes are kind ; 
His mild reprools, like oil, aliay 
■ The wounds they make, and heal (Le mind. 

Mine eyes are unto Thee, my God 1 

Behold me humbled in the dust ; 
I kiss the hand that wields the rod, 

I owu thy chastisements are just. 

But 1 redeem me from the snares 

"Witli which tlie world surrounds my feet, 

Its riches, vanities, and cares, 
Its love, iis hatred, its deceit. 
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PSALM CXLIl. 

I CRIED unto the Lord most Just, 

Most mercifii], in prayer ; 
I cried unto Him from ihe dust, 

I told Him my despair. 

Wiien sunk my soul within me, — then 
Thou knew'st the path I chose ; 

Unharm'd I pass'd the spoiler's den, 
I walk'd through ambush'd foes. 

I look'd for friends, — there was not one 

In sorrow to condole ; 
I look'd for refuge, — there was none ; 

None cared for my soul. 

I cried unto tlib Lord ; — I said, — 
Thou avt my reflige ; Thou, 

My portion;— hasten to mine aid; 
Hear and deliver now. 

Now, from the dungeon, from the grave. 

Exalt thy sappliant's head; 
Thy voice is freedom to the slave, 

E*\-ival to the dead. 
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PSALM CXLIII. 

Hear me, Lord ! in my distress, 
Hear me in truth and righteousness ; 
For, at thy bar of judgment tried, 
None living can be jastifled. 

Loi'd 1 I have foes witliout, within, 
The world, the flesh, indwelling mi, 
Life's daily Uls, temptation's power, 
And Satan roaring to devour. 

These, these my fiunling soul surround. 
My strength is smitten to the ground ; 
Like those long dead, beneatli tiieir weight 
Crush'd is my heart and desolate, 

Tet, in the gloom of silent thought, 
I call to mind what God hath wrought. 
Thy wonders in the days of old. 
Thy mercies great and manifold. - 

Ah ! then to Thee I stretch my hands. 
Like felling streams through deserl-sanda ; 
I thirst for Thee, as harvest pliuns 
Parch'd by the summer thirst for rains. 
I'OL. 11. 22 
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! let me not thus hopeless lie, 
Like one condemn'd at morn to clie, 
But with the morning may I see 
Thy loTing-kindness visit lue. 

Teach me thy will, subdue my own ; 
Thou art my God, and Tliou alone ; 
By thy good Spirit, guide me still. 
Safe from aO foes, to Zion's hUl. 

Release my soul from tronhle, Lord ! 
Quicken and keep me by thy word ; 
May all its promises be mine ! 
Be Thou my portion — I am thine. 



PSALM CXLV. 

The Lord is gracious to forgire. 
And slow to let his anger move ; 
The Lord is good to all that live. 
And all his tender mercy prove. 

Thy works, God ! thy prfuse proclai 
The saints tliy wond'rous deeds shall s; 
Esfol thy power, and to thy name 
Homage from every nation bring. 
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Glorious in majesty ai-t Thou ; 
Thy throne for ever shall endure ; 
Angels before Ihy footstool bow, 
Yet dost Thou not despise the poor. 

The Lord upholdeth them that fall ; 
He raiseth men of low degree ; 
O God ! our health, the eyes of all, 
Of all the living, wait on Thee. 

Thou openest thinft exhaustless store, 
And rainest food on every land ; 
The dumb creation Thee adore, 
And eat their portion from thy hand. 

Man, most indebted, most in grate, 
Man only, is a rebel here ; 
Teach him to know Thee, ere too late; 
Teaeii him to love Thee, and to fcai'. 



PSALM CXLVI. 

Peaise ye the Lord from pole to polo 1 
Praise Thou the Lord, my soul, my soul! 
Long as I live, my voice shall raise. 
My piilse repeat, the song of praise. 
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J SOKGS OF ZION. 

In men, in princes, put no trust ; 
Their breath goes forth, tbey turn to dust ; 
Then, fleeting like the flower of grass, 
Perish their tlioughts, their gloriea pass. 

Thrice happy he whose heart can say 
" The Grod of Jacoh is m j stay ; 
The Lord of Hosts my help shall he, 
Who made the heaven, the earth, the sea." 

The Lord avenges the opprest, 
He sends the wandering stranger rest ; 
The Lord unbinds the prisoner's chain, 
He sets the f^ten up again. 

The Loi-d restores the blind to sight, 
Gives strength to them, that have no might ; 
The Lord relieves, in their distress, 
The widow and the fatlierless. 

The Loi'd supplies the poor with food, 
He loves to do the righteous good ; 
But for the wiclted, in his wrath. 
He turns destruction on theie p^h. 

The Lord shall reign for evermore, 
Thy King, Zion ! — Him adore ; 
Let unborn generations raise 
To God, thy God, the song of praise ! 
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PSALM CXLVni. 

Hekaids of creation! cry, 
— Pi'aise the Lord, the Lord most hig 
Heaven and earth ! obey the call, 
Praise tie Lord, the Lord of all. 

For He spake, and forth irom night 
Sprang the universe to light ; 
He commanded, — Nature heard. 
And stood fast upon his word. 

Praise Him, all ye hosts above ! 
Spirits perfected in love ; 
Sun and moon ! your voices rmse, 
Sing, ye stars ! your Maker's praise. 

Earth ! from all thy depths below. 
Ocean's hallelujahs flow ; 
Lightmng, vapor, wind, and storm, 
Hful aad anow, his will perform. 

Vales and mountains ! hurst in song ; 
Eivers ! roll with praise along ; 
Clap your hands, ye trees ! and hail 
God, who comes in every gale. 
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